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PRE  FACE. 

When,  rather  more  than  a  twelvemonth  since,  I 
published  my  little  volume,  entitled  "  A  Summer 
Evening  Reverie  and  Other  Poems,"  I  was  altogether 
unprepared  for  the  kind  reception  which  it  obtained 
at  the  hands  of  the  reviewers,  and  its  consequent 
success  in  a  selling  point  of  view. 

This  result,  as  gratifying  as  it  was  unexpected, 
has  encouraged  me  to  issue  the  present  volume  which, 
whilst  it  contains  all  the  poems  of  the  smaller  publi- 
cation, at  the  same  time  comprises  four-times  the 
amount  of  matter.  I  have  made  an  addition  of  more 
than  eighty  poems ;  I  dare  not  hope  all  of  equal 
merit,  some  of  which  indeed  are  of  but  recent  com- 
position, while  there  are  a  few  of  a  much  earlier  date 
than  those  contained  in  the  former  volume. 

I  had  hoped,  with  added  years  and  maturer 
powers,  to  have  produced  something  worthy  of 
occupying   a   permanent   position    in    my    country's 


literature.  That  I  shall  ever  do  so,  is  now  question- 
able. Called  to  labour  in  the  Master's  vineyard,  as 
a  minister  of  the  Gospel,  it  will  be  my  duty  to  bend 
all  my  energies  to  the  fulfilment  of  the  work  assigned 
me,  and  for  any  substantial  poetic  achievement  I 
shall  have  neither  time  nor  opportunity.  What  I 
may  henceforth  write  can  be  but  the  stray  composi- 
tion of  some  occasional  leisure  moment,  and  of  that 
miscellaneous  nature,  which  I  fear  characterises  but 
too  many  of  the  pieces  in  the  present  volume. 

The  Love  of  Poetry  itself  I  shall  never  gainsay. 
It  has  charmed  away  for  me  many  a  grief,  and  height- 
ened many  a  joy.  It  has  garlanded  my  path  on  earth 
with  many  a  flower ;  and  ennobling,  and  spiritualis- 
ing, and  beautifying  life,  it  has  often  aided  my  aspira- 
tions after  that  brighter  and  better  world,  where  the 
spirits  of  the  blest  for  ever  join  in  prolonging  the 
measures  of  one  harmonious  and  immortal  song. 

THE  AUTHOR. 
July,  185S. 
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Half  a  lifetime, 
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In  the  following  Poem  the  Author  was  not  so  desirous  of 
constructing  a  complete  and  effective  plot,  as  of  representing 
certain  phases  of  thought  and  feeling  that  might  tell  home 
to  the  hearts  of  his  readers.  Accordingly,  whilst  the  story 
taken  as  a  whole  is  fictious,  he  has  not  hesitated  to  weave 
in  with  it  many  passages  from  his  own  experience.  He 
makes  mention  of  this  not  for  the  purpose  of  disarming 
criticism,  hut  to  guard  the  reader  against  the  expectation  of 
that  strict  regard  to  artistic  propriety  which  was  never 
intended.  This  indeed,  the  hurried  style  of  versification 
adopted,  and  the  few  hours  occupied  in  the  composition 
entirely  prevented. 


HALF   A  LIFETIME. 

The  Sun  is  bright  and  warm,  the  sky  is  clear, 
No  wandering  cloud  to  fleck  the  blue,  and  near 
And  far,  this  sweet  and  summer  morn,  around 
Breathes  a  delicious  harmony  of  sound  : — 
The  breeze  that  'mong  the  branches  makes  a  stir 
Of  leaves  ;  the  chirking  of  the  grasshopper ; 
The  wild  notes  of  the  woodlark,  and  the  noise 
Of  singing,  shouting,  merry  shepherd  boys  ; 
The  lowing  of  the  milkwhite  kine ;  the  bleat 
Of  lambs ;  the  plash  of  waters  at  my  feet 
As  the  stream  eddies  by  me ;  these  all  blend 
Together  in  one  strain,  and  seem  to  lend 
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The  charm  of  art  to  Nature,  and  to  melt 

This  throbbing  heart  within  me,  rather  felt 

Than  heard.     All  sense  of  mere  material  things 

Forgotten  quite,  my  soul  hath  found  her  wings, 

And  in  imagination  ranges  on, 

(Past,  Present,  Future  all  dissolved  in  one,) 

Through  many  a  faery  labyrinth  of  Mind, 

Where  thoughts  with  fancies  strangely  are  entwined, 

Like  flowers  in  woodland  maze  ;  and  all  things  seem 

Life,  Time  and  Death,  the  wonders  of  a  dream. 

t» 
A  dream !  Ah !  dreams  come  thronging  back  to  me, 

Like  to  the  murmurs  of  a  far-off  sea 
Heard  by  some  lonely  wanderer  on  his  road, 
Making  of  solitude  a  solitude 
Yet  lonelier ;  dreams  of  other  days,  that  bring 
Back  memories  of  the  Morning  and  the  Spring 
Of  Life's  young  journey,  when  an  eager  bird, 
Just  plumed  for  rapid  and  far  flight  and  stirred 
With  magic  hopes  and  ardonrs,  clad  in  youth, 
And  youth's  white  vestments  innocence,  and  truth 
And  Love,  my  soul  sprang  forth,  with  high  intent, 
On  noble  enterprise  and  triumph  bent, 
Laughing  at  danger,  fearless  of  alarm, 
Shouting  a  brave  defiance  to  the  storm, 
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Nerved  to  whatever  conflict  might  arise, 
Her  trust  in  God,  her  goal  beyond  the  skies. 

Oh  !  well  I  mind  me  of  that  time,  those  hours, 
When  Happiness,  high  lord,  among  the  bowers 
Of  life  a  monarch  sat  enthroned ;  I  held 
Deep  converse  there  with  mighty  shapes  of  Eld, 
Spirits  of  great  men  vanished  from  the  Earth, 
The  primates  of  the  days  when  Freedom  had  her  birth. 
Freedom !  my  boyhood's  idol !  Then  how  bright 
Her  maiden  presence :  like  a  shape  of  light 
She  came,  an  angel-bringer  of  delight. 
Within  the  radiant  temple  of  the  Mind 
Her  altar  burned,  and  there  she  dwelt  enshrined 
The  Empress  of  my  thought ;  and  streaming  high 
From  the  starred  dome,  trophies  of  Victory 
Already  seemed  to  hang,  bright  gonfalons  enwrought 
With  pictured  wonders  of  far-reaching  Thought ; 
While  rolled,  as  oft  in  some  cathedral  choir, 
Loud  music  winged  with  the  heart's  swift  desire, 
Echoing  from  stately  column  on  to  column, 
Epic  and  ode  and  lyric,  sweet  and  solemn, 
Triumphant,  rapturous,  fraught  with  prophecy 
Of  days  immortal,  glorious,  grand  and  free, 
Days  of  the  Golden  Age  that  is  to  be, 
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The  era  of  the  Perfect  Man.     In  dreams 
Like  these  I  revelled,  drowned  amid  the  beams 
Of  Morning,  like  the  lark  lost  in  the  skies, 
At  break  of  day  trilling  his  melodies 
On  mortal  ear,  unseen  by  mortal  eyes. 
No  thought  to  the  world's  selfish  strife  I  gave, 
But  fed  upon  my  dreams  ;  and  wave  on  wave 
Of  Poesy  came  gushing  from  my  heart, 
Boy-songs  that  borrowed  little  from  mere  Art, 
But  wild,  impulsive,  free,  to  Nature  true 
And  to  the  soul  within.     Thus  Poesy  grew 
To  be  my  spirit's  natural  dress  and  hue, 
And  mine  own  proper  language. 

Sweet  it  was, 
In  those  young  days,  to  wander  forth  and  pass 
Beyond  the  precincts  of  the  busy  town, 
And  drink  the  balmy  breeze  upon  the  down ; 
Or  by  the  winding  river-marge  for  hours 
To  stroll,  and  mark  the  nodding  weeds  and  flowers, 
That  overhung  the  bank,  lean  to  the  tide, 
And  drink  the  freshening  waters  ;  or  to  glide, 
In  lightest  shallop,  under  wood  and  hill, 
Borne  onward  by  the  restless  stream  at  will. 
Oftimes  reclining  elbow-deep  in  flowers, 
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Violets  and  daisies,  I  would  wile  the  hours 

Away  in  still  retired  woodland  nook, 

Bapt  o'er  the  pages  of  some  antique  book 

Of  wild  romance.     One  favorite  nook  the  best 

I  loved,  and  haunted  more  than  all  the  rest. 

It  was  a  little  lovely  place,  such  spot 

As  but  once  seen  is  nevermore  forgot, 

But  ever  after  in  the  memory  seems 

To  keep  a  pictured  room  apart,  for  dreams 

And  lightest  thoughts  to  glance  on.    The  wild  flowers 

And  sunbeams  mingled  there,  and  gaily  played, 

Like  careless  children  on  the  tufted  glade,, 

Watched  over  by  the  warm  and  fostering  hours. 

A  little  lawn  it  was,  and  closely  shaven, 

And  sloped  towards  a  rivulet,  that  a  haven 

Found  in  the  smooth  green  bank.  'Twas  all  surrounded 

By  trees  and  thickest  mazes  in  a  crowd, 

That  no  intruding  thoroughfare  allowed, 

Save  here  and  there  some  little  avenue 

Seeming  to  form  a  skilful  pathway  through 

The  wood ;  there  oft  the  lightsome  leveret  bounded 

Along,  and  the  wild  partridge  shyly  swimming 

On  sail-like  wings ;  anon  the  swallows,  skimming 

O'er  the  blue  waters  of  the  murmuring  river, 

Set  all  the  breeze-blown  ripples  in  a  shiver, 
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As  their  wings  gently  touched  them ;  not  a  sound 
Ere  broke  the  narrow  stillness,  save  around 
The  chirking  of  the  grasshopper,  the  bee's 
Warm  welcome  burr,  or  else,  amid  the  trees 
Poured  sweetly  forth  in  mellow  mournful  gushes, 
The  sad  yet  passionate  music  of  the  thrushes. 

But  I  remember  most  how,  on  a  day 
It  fell,  that  hitherward  I  bent  my  way, 
And  not  alone.     For  one  sat  here  with  me, 
Bright  as  a  star,  fair  as  a  destiny, 
More  beautiful  than  fabled  nymph  or  dryad, 
And  lovelier  than  a  dream  of  slumber.     I  had 
Found  here  at  length,  or  so  to  me  it  seemed, 
A  brighter  dream  than  I  had  ever  dreamed, 
No,  not  a  dream,  a  living  shape  and  human, 
A  fair  and  beautiful  and  loving  woman. 
We  sat  and  read  together  an  old  story 
Of  Passion  and  of  War,  of  Love  and  Glory, — 
A  noble  knight,  who  in  a  palace  aery 
Wooed,  won  and  wed  a  royal  Queen  of  Faery, 
That  ruled  in  groves  of  Elf-land,  long  ago ; — ■ 
And,  as  we  read,  our  hearts  throbbed  to  and  fro, 
And  beat  in  measure  to  the  verse.     Her  hair 
Fell  in  loose  waves,  glossy,  yellow  and  fair, 
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Aiid  floated  o'er  my  shoulder,  where  she  leant 
Her  head ;  her  eyes,  now  on  the  volume  hent, 
And  now  to  mine  upturned.     Oh,  deep  dark  eyes ! 
That  mirrored  back  my  soul,  as  lakes  the  skies, 
Liquid  and  languishing,  -voluptuous,  warm 
With  tenderest  love  ;  their  swift  and  subtle  charm 
Thrilled  every  fibre  of  my  frame ;  until, 
No  longer  master  of  my  vanquished  will, 
I  flung  my  arms  around  her,  wildly  prest 
My  lips  to  hers  and  strained  her  to  my  breast ; 
Then  in  the  overflow  of  passion,  wrought 
To  ravishment  that  steals  the  sense  of  thought 
From  the  enamoured  spirit  quite  away, 
Locked  in  that  dear  embrace  our  twin  hearts  lay 
Beating  together.     Ourselves  we  could  not  tear 
From  that  wild  agony  of  bliss  that  tranced  us  there, 
That  Eden  of  the  heart,  that  overwhelming  sea 
Of  Pain,  Oblivion,  Anguish,  Ecstasy. 

Thenceforth  what  added  charms  to  life  were  lent! 
No  cloud  o'erhung  our  Heaven ;  where'er  we  went, 
Hope's  radiant  rainbow  overarched  the  skies, 
And  all  the  air  was  full  of  Paradise. 
United  in  the  bark  of  life  we  sped 
Along  the  stream,  by  dear  Love  piloted, 
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'Mong  Eden  isles  and  spheres  of  golden  day, 
And  under  purple  capes  of  dream  that  lay 
Suffused  in  sunshine,  and  through  starry  caves 
Of  splendour  washed  by  ever-singing  waves, 
And  syren-haunted  grots ;  by  many  a  shore 
Of  light  and  wonder  ;  mountains  tinted  o'er 
With  hues  etherial ;  joys  on  every  hand 
Bloomed  round  about  us  in  that  fairy  land, 
That  visionary  realm ;  from  all  things  there 
Murmured  the  voice  of  Passion,  from  the  air 
That  drowsed  in  summertide,  and  from  the  breeze 
That  shook  light  rustling  music  from  the  trees, 
And  from  cool  whispers  of  the  falling  showers, 
And  from  the  incense  of  the  odorous  flowers, 
And  from  the  songs  that  overflowed  the  bowers, 
And  from  the  forest  tongues,  and  from  the  hills, 
And  from  the  singing  vales  and  warbling  rills, 
And  from  the  language  of  impassioned  story, 
From  Art,  Eomance  and  Song,  whate'er  of  glory 
To  ancient  Time  belongs  ;  and  from  the  years, 
And  from  December's  snows  and  April's  tears, 
And  from  all  beauteous  all  inspiring  things, 
Came  soft  articulate  silver  whisperings, 
By  unseen  spirits  that  our  journey  haunted, 
Ecstatic  breathed ;  ensnared,  bewrayed,  enchanted, 
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The  livelong  year  to  us  a  summer-day, 

And  all  the  months  a  few  brief  hours  in  May, 

A  spell  upon  us  wheresoe'er  we  roved, 

All  things  did  utter  love,  and  ah !  we  loved. 

How  many  secret  snares  in  Fairy  grove 
Lie  hid !  ah  me !  thus  to  be  lured  of  Love, 
What  woe  was  mine !     0  false  and  treacherous  guide, 
That  led  me  out  into  the  summertide 
Of  Passion's  dangerous  dream,  and  paved  the  way 
With  flowers  and  sunbeams,  only  to  betray 
My  heart  the  easier !  wherefore  didst  assure  me 
With  a  false  pledge,  and  with  false  hope  allure  me  ? 
Oh !  wherefore  didst  thou  spread  thy  snares  for  me  ? 
Couldst  thou  not  let  the  singing-bird  go  free  ?        ¥ 
Ah !  wherefore,  unto  thy  delightful  realm, 
Didst  thou  my  frail  bark  steer,  but  to  o'erwhelm 
With  storms  of  sorrow  and  despair?     Had  Death, 
In  passing  by  us,  stolen  the  dear  breath 
Of  life  away  for  ever  from  those  lips 
I  loved,  oh !  not  so  dread  had  been  the  eclipse, 
As  that  it  was  my  lot  to  mourn !     Ah  woe  ! 
That  hearts,  that  once  have  trusted,  should  forego 
Their  trust,  and  winter-coldness  intervene, 
Where  erst  the  warmth  of  golden  June  hath  been ! 
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That  kindred  souls  should  disunited  be, 

That  ere  united  were  1     Eternity, 

For  but  one  phase  of  love,  is  all  too  brief! 

Ah !  why  should  Passion  ere  clasp  hands  with  grief? 

Farewell,  sweet  season  brimming  with  delights, 
Dear  dreamy  days  and  warm  and  balmy  nights, 
For  ever  flown !     What  cruel  wind  hath  torn 
My  garland  from  rne,  and  beyond  the  bourne 
Of  Fairy  land  my  spirit's  bark  hath  driven  ? 
Farewell,  thou  earthly  Paradise,  thou  heaven 
Below,  wherein  I  wandered  for  awhile, 
And  fed  my  fancy  with  the  treacherous  smile 
Of  Love's  delusive  orb !     Farewell,  gay  garden 
Of  vearly  youth,  at  whose  fair  gates,  stern  warden, 
Doth  sorrow  stand  to  hinder  my  return, 
Uttering  a  language  I  am  loath  to  learn ! 
0  harsh  oblivion,  that  will  not  smother 
This  agonising  memory ! 

For  another, 
The  maiden  of  my  heart  that  heart  forsook ; 
He  could  not  love  her  more  than  I ;  not  look 
With  tenderer  eyes ;  not  clasp  her  in  embrace, 
More  fond  than  mine ;  not  dote  upon  her  face 
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More  passionately.     Ah,  cruel  and  inhuman ! 

Oh,  false,  and  fickle  and  unhappy  woman ! 

I  know  the  recollections  of  those  hours, 

Spent  hand  in  hand  with  me  among  the  bowers, 

Can  haunt  thy  memory  not  less  than  mine ; 

Like  dank  sepulchral  weeds,  they  will  entwine 

A  ghastly  garland  round  thy  heart,  and  there 

Thy  soul's  intenser  eye  in  black  despair 

Must  e'er  be  fixed :  Thou  canst  not  help  but  gaze, 

With  poignant  retrospection,  through  the  haze 

Of  years,  on  days  to  which  a  spell  belongs, 

A  spell  no  time  can  quench,  nor  tears,  nor  wrongs. 

Soon  as  that  vision  vanished  with  its  hues 
And  forms  etherial,  its  unclouded  views 
Of  life,  its  brimming  cup  of  bliss  afar, 
Leaving  Earth  worn  and  wan,  my  soul,  a  star 
Fallen  from  the  starry  throng,  did  wander  wide 
Through  desolation  and  the  death-like  void 
Of  Night-imprisoned  realms  ;  no  kindred  beam 
To  break  the  obscurity  of  Thought ;  no  stream 
Of  silver  melody  to  win  the  ear 
Of  Woe  to  listen,  or  compel  the  tear 
Of  tenderness  from  eyes  wherein  despair 
Sat  blank  and  cold  as  winter.     Waste  and  wild 
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Life's  pathway  grew,  by  ne'er  a  flower  beguiled, 

Save,  here  and  there,  upon  its  broken  spray 

A  lily  or  a  rose,  no  longer  gay, 

The  withered  semblance  of  its  yesterday  ; 

And  save  indeed  the  nightshade,  that  still  bloomed 

An  emblem  of  those  happy  days  entombed 

Beneath  the  cold  sepulchral  urn  of  grief. 

Within  that  dismal  wilderness,  no  leaf 

But  fell  at  my  approach,  of  air  no  breath 

But  seemed  to  whisper  syllables  of  death 

And  dread  annihilation ;  nor  did  wave 

A  weed  that  seemed  not,  o'er  the  spirit's  grave, 

A  funeral  plume,  a  badge  of  utter  woe, — 

Ah  !  how  unlike  Love's  pageantry  of  Long-ago ! 

And  where  was  now  my  radiant  temple  ?  where 
The  emblazoned  gonfalons  that  glittered  there  ? 
The  loud  exultant  choral  harmonies  ? 
The  keen-eyed  and  far-thoughted  prophecies  ? 
The  stately  collonades  ?  the  starry  dome  ? 
And  that  fair  goddess,  who  had  there  her  home 
And  wonder-fashioned  shrine  ?     It  had  become 
Like  some  war-blasted  ruin,  wreck-bestrewn, 
That  hallowing  ivy  hath  not  yet  o'ergrown, 
As  tender  of  its  scars  ;  a  dreary  fane 
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Bootless  and  void  and  shattered  ;  no  soft  strain 

Of  hope  or  joyance  ever  sounding  there, 

But  only  low  sad  dirges  of  despair, 

Like  wailings  of  tormented  sprites  that  roam 

The  caverned  midnight.     Even  as  a  tomb 

It  was,  and  all  deserted,  but  for  one 

Pale  phantom  thing,  that  ever  wandered  on 

From  wreck  to  wreck,  and  circled  round  the  ruin, 

As  'twere  exulting  in  the  dire  undoing 

Of  such  an  edifice  and  such  a  plan, 

And  speaking  scornful  words  of  God  and  man. 

O'er  the  crushed  Mind  an  undivided  sway 
Tyrannic  Doubt  maintained ;  nor  any  ray 
Of  light  celestial  glistened  on  my  path, 
But  only  clouds  portentous,  big  with  wrath 
And  tempest,  hovered  o'er  me.     Like  a  leaf, 
Sere,  sapless  and  decayed,  my  heart  by  grief, 
As  by  a  chill  November  blast,  was  borne 
Hither  and  thither,  fugitive,  forlorn, 
And  of  all  Faith  bereft.     Without  a  stay, 
My  weeping  spirit  held  her  woful  way, 
Her  vague  and  aimless  journey,  wheresoe'er 
Doubt,  her  malignant  pilot,  guided  her  : 
O'er  many  a  barren  wild  and  waste  morass, 
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And  thorough  treacherous  thicket  we  did  pass, 
Where  lurked  in  gloom  the  serpent's  hissing  den 
Or  lair  of  crouching  leopard,  to  a  glen 
Midnighted,  terror-haunted,  underneath 
The  low  black  beetling  crags  of  utter  Death, 
A  place  of  sighs  and  groans  and  only  trod 
By  shapes  of  ill,  shut  out  from  Heaven  and  God. 

Oh !  for  some  gentle  beam  to  break  the  gloom, 
In  which  the  soul  immersed,  a  living  tomb 
Of  life  among  the  tombs  of  Youth  and  Bliss 
Thought  and  Imagination,  an  abyss 
Of  night  in  deeper  night  involved,  exiled 
From  all  delights  of  Nature  that  beguiled 
Her  once,  lay  long  and  in  her  misery 
No  consolation  found  ! — Ah !  what  to  me 
Availed  it  that  beyond  the  fields  were  fair, 
That  sunshine  swathed  the  warm  and  ambient  air, 
That  flowers  ambrosial  on  green  banks  were  blooming 
That  'mong  the  flowers  the  wanton  bees  were  humming  ? 
Or  what  availed  it  that  the  groves  still  rang 
With  lyrics  that  the  feathered  lyrists  sang  ? 
Or  what  availed  it  that  the  meadow-streams, 
Like  naiads,  sported  'neath  the  golden  gleams 
That  overspread  the  skies  ?    Oh,  not  to  me 
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'Twas  given  the  loveliness  of  life  to  see  ! 

My  life  was  as  a  dull  and  stagnant  pool ; 

Not  now  to  me  was  Nature  beautiful ; 

My  heaven  was  dark  above,  and  all  things  fair  beneath 

Seemed  but  a  mask  contrived  to  hide  the  face  of  Death. 

'Tis  not  within  the  power  of  sensible 
Material  things  to  image  forth  that  Hell 
On  Earth,  wherein  my  spirit  had  her  home ; 
The  thing  of  wretchedness  she  had  become, 
Shut  up  in  slothful  shame,  Godless,  alone, 
Without  companionship,  can  be  but  known 
To  such  as  have  experienced  the  wild  woes 
The  purgatorial  agonies  that  close 
Eound  the  dark-visioned  atheist.  Through  much  strife 
And  many  sorrows,  the  swift  stream  of  life, 
Fraught  with  vicissitude  for  all  the  sons 
Of  men,  with  ever  vexed  eddies  runs 
To  meet  the  Ocean  of  Eternity ; 
But  the  intensity  of  misery, 
The  depth  of  anguish,  the  unbroken  frost 
Of  a  congealed  heart,  the  being  lost 
To  consciousness  of  God  alone  can  feel, 
Writhing  and  torn  on  the  revolving  wheel 
Of  chaos  uncontrolled,  wrecked  on  the  sea 
Of  uncreated  lawless  Destiny. 
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At  length,  like  one  awaking  from  a  sleep 
Of  hideous  dreams,  I  roused  me  from  that  deep 
And  terrible  stagnation  of  all  thought, 
That  slumber  of  the  intellect,  and  sought 
In  travel  an  excitement  and  escape 
From  haunting  grief,  if,  peradventure,  shape 
Of  beauty,  yet  unseen,  might  still  be  found 
To  minister  a  medicine  for  the  wound 
'Neath  which  my  spirit  groaned.     I  visited 
The  solemn  shores  of  storied  empires  dead, 
And  gorgeous  cities  of  the  Continent, 
And  ruins  rich  in  chronicle,  and  went 
By  vine-clad  hills  and  snowy  mountain-scalps, 
And  saw  the  glittering  glaciers  of  the  Alps 
And  the  huge  Appenines,  and  fed  the  eye, 
In  many  a  classic  columned  sanctuary, 
On  painting  and  on  sculpture,  dreams  sublime 
By  genius  realized,  defying  Time 
And  rude  detraction  e'er  to  uncreate ; 
On  all  that  Europe  holds  of  fair  or  great 
I  gazed ;  down  rushing  rivers  sailed  that  tone 
Their  roar  of  endless  waters,  the  deep  Rhone, 
The  rolling  Danube,  the  majestic  Rhine, 
And  Arno,  of  all  radiant  streams  that  shine 
And  glisten  'neath  Italian  skies,  most  bright : 
b  2 
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But  vain  the  looking  forward  for  Delight 
To  enter  the  hoar  cavern  of  the  heart, 
"Widowed  of  all  but  Woe.     Nor  human  art, 
Nor  relics  of  forgotten  years,  nor  aught, 
With  loveliness,  romance  or  grandeur  fraught, 
Could,  of  this  charnel-home  of  dust  inurned, 
A  festal  palace  make.     And  when  returned, 
After  long  years,  the  vessel  touched  the  shore 
That  bore  me  home,  no  load  my  lengthened  tour 
Had  lightened,  but  I  landed  heavier  hearted, 
And  a  forlorner  man  than  when  I  started. 

Oh !  then  I  longed  for  Death,  yet  dared  not  die  ; 
To  quit  this  unillumined  shrine ;  to  fly 
This  lampless  prison  of  the  sense  ;  to  drink 
Oblivion  to  the  very  dregs,  and  sink 
Drowned  in  Eternal  Lethe's  silent  flood. 
And  many  a  time  upon  the  brink  I  stood 
About  to  plunge,  but  that  the  chasm  below 
Seemed  peopled  as  by  shapes  of  more  than  woe- 
Life's  phantom-images  made  real,  the  scene 
Of  Earth's  vain  tragedy  described  again 
In  form  and  colours  more  distinct ; — the  leap 
Were  easy  if  to  never-ending  sleep ; 
What  if  Mortality  but  oped  the  portal 
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That  led  from  life  to  life,  and  Being  were  immortal  ? 

And  yet  I  longed  for  Death,  and  many  a  day 
In  village  churchyards  was  I  wont  to  stray, 
'Mong  names  and  epitaphs  in  mournful  quest 
Seeking  I  knew  not  what ;  dreaming  of  rest 
For  this  unquiet  heart  and  brain. — 

There  lies 
In  Cambrian  vale,  all  open  to  the  skies, 
A  small  sequestered,  peaceful  burying  ground 
Oft  visited  by  me  ;  and  there  I  found, 
Upon  a  sudden,  such  a  peace  as  made 
My  life  no  more  a  burden,  that  conveyed 
As  'twere  a  seraph  whisper  to  the  ear, 
A  lightening  revelation  rendering  clear 
And  bright  the  unintelligible  cloud 
Of  doubt  and  anguish,  tearing  off  the  shroud 
Of  grief  that  wrapt  the  living  soul ;  a  Peace, 
A  calm,  like  that  which  drops  upon  the  seas 
No  longer  by  the  storm's  spent  fury  driven, 
Soothing  and  deep,  like  God's  voice  out  of  Heaven. 

'Twas  an  Autumnal  eve,  the  skies  were  flushed 
With  gorgeous  sunset,  and  the  winds  were  hushed 
That  the  dead  leaves  scarce  stirred,  and  such  as  fell 
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Pattering  upon  the  ground  were  audible  ; 
A  rich,  and  warm,  and  purple  hue  o'erspread 
The  atmosphere  around,  and  seemed  to  shed 
A  melting  warmth  into  the  breast,  subdued 
By  silence  into  tenderness.     I  stood 
Beside  a  nameless  grave,  watching  afar 
The  twilight  coming  down  and  a  faint  star 
Emerging  through  the  East ;  when  a  low  sigh, 
And  then  brief  words  uttered  resignedly, 
"  0  Father,  not  my  will  but  thine  be  done" 
Startled  the  solitude  and  me.     Alone, 
Fair  as  a  sculptured  shape,  with  clasped  hands 
And  spiritual  eyes,  whose  gaze  to  lands 
Beyond  the  visual  ken  appeared  to  roam 
Through  tears,  a  maiden  knelt  beside  a  tomb  ; 
Her  beauty,  in  all  lands  where  I  had  been, 
By  any  face  or  form  that  I  had  seen, 
Unequalled ;  oh !  it  touched  a  silver  string 
Long  silent  in  my  breast ;  awoke  a  spring 
Long  dead  within  my  wintry  heart,  and  brought 
To  life  again,  of  feelings  and  of  thought, 
A  train  long  vanished  ;  memories  recalled 
Of  youth  and  joy,  ere  any  cloud  appalled 
The  morning  sun  of  Hope ;  till,  like  an  Ocean 
Bursting  its  bounds,  that  rush  of  wild  emotion, 
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That  flooding  tide  of  re-awakened  years, 
O'erwhelmed  the  sense,  and  my  reluctant  tears 
Came  gushing  from  their  fountains  in  full  crowd, 
And  the  strong  man  was  bowed,  and  wept,  and  groaned 
aloud. 

Angel  of  consolation !  thou  didst  glide 
At  that  same  moment  to  the  stranger's  side, 
And  thy  words  fell  upon  me,  like  moist  showers 
Of  freshening  rain  on  parched  and  thirsting  flowers, 
Calming  the  aching  tumult  of  my  brain. 
As  the  soft  Moonlight  drops  upon  the  main, 
On  balmy  summer  nights,  and  crests  the  waves 
With  her  pure  liquid  luminous  beams,  and  laves 
Wide  Ocean  in  white  splendour ;  so  thy  bright 
Pure-visaged  thought,  athwart  my  mind,  a  light 
Prom  Heaven  did  radiate,  a  light  persuing 
Mid  the  heart's  crannies  its  own  way,  renewing 
And  warming  into  bloom  the  faded  blossom, 
And  making  Spring-tide  of  the  frozen  bosom. 
It  came  like  a  sweet  lulling  wind,  and  swaying 
The  spirit  like  a  forest-bough,  and  saying, — 
*'  0  man  of  sorrow !  why  this  bitterness 
Of  uncontrolled  grief  ?     No  wilderness, 
Though  e'er  so  bleak,  is  altogether  waste, 


HALF    A    LIFETIME.  Za 

But  still  it  hath  some  sweet  verdurous  isle  of  rest, 

Some  green  and  flowery  place ;  and  in  thy  breast, 

(Ah,  give  thy  spirit  wings  to  search  it  round!) 

There  still  abides  some  fertile  nook  of  ground, 

That  only  waits  the  sun  to  leap  and  dance, 

With  flower  and  leaf,  in  rich  luxuriance  ; 

Oh,  let  the  genial  sunshine  in  !     Our  God, 

Who  clothes  with  beauty  even  the  grave-yard  sod, 

Will  never  leave  the  heart  of  man  all  dry 

And  void  of  sustenance.     It  grows  hard  by 

Thy  steps  where'er  thou  wanderest  through  the  land, 

And  thou  hast  but  to  reach  the  willing  hand, 

To  pluck  and  eat  the  luscious  fruit.     Lift  up 

Thy  head  in  trustful  prayer !     The  very  cup 

Of  grief  that  now  is  thine,  and  bitterer  far, 

Did  not  escape  the  lips  of  Him  whom  star 

And  world  and  sea  obey ;  His  sympathies 

Attend  our  every  pang.     Oh,  turn  thine  eyes 

In  Faith  upon  the  Saviour !  and  thy  woes, 

Like  clouds  that  vanish  when  the  South  Wind  blows, 

Shall  all  disperse ;  and  in  thy  breast  a  joy 

Shall  reign,  like  a  throned  planet  in  the  sky, 

Kobed  with  the  glory  of  Eternity !" 

Those  words,  like  winged  music,  came  and  lay, 
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Like  doves  "with  folded  pinions,  on  my  heart ; 
And  all  the  mists  and  vapours  cleared  away 
That  dimmed  my  mental  gaze,  cloven  by  the  dart 
Of  that  fair  archer.     All  was  now  revealed, 
That  once  had  lain  obscure  upon  the  field 
Of  traversed  Time  ;  and  I  beheld  at  last, 
In  all  its  naked  guilt,  the  evil  Past ; 
Beheld  how  grief  from  guilt  had  grown,  a  vile 
And  poisonous  weed  out  of  its  natural  soil ; 
'Twas  guilt  had  marred  the  heart,  or  never  sorrow 
Had  to  the  day  of  boyhood  made  a  morrow 
Of  such  despair  and  dread.  Hence  sprang  the  pleasure 
That  to  bewitching  but  unhallowed  measure 
Had  set  the  pulses  dancing ;  hence  the  light 
That  led  astray  mid  mazes  of  delight, 
Then  left  me,  lone  and  lost,  in  utter  night ; 
And  hence  the  unmitigated  cloud  of  Doubt 
That  over-canopied  the  tent  of  Thought. 
Yea,  all  was  manifest ;  the  errant  Pride, 
The  earth-born  Passion  that  had  served  to  guide, 
Twin  servitors  of  Sin,  my  steps  afar 
From  Peace  and  God :  Illumined  by  the  star 
.  Of  Truth,  that  now  victoriously  ascended 
My  better  firmament,  repentance  blended 
With  the  beginnings  of  a  nobler  joy, 
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Suffused  my  soul ;  she  turned  her  gazing  eye 

Of  trustful  supplication  unto  Heaven, 

And,  fluttering,  sighed  and  prayed  to  be  forgiven. 

Out  of  the  Valley  of  the  Shade  of  Death 
Emerged  into  the  Morning-land  of  Faith, 
A  realm  embowered  in  unbounded  calm, 
And  echoing  ever  to  the  rolling  psalm, 
Chanted  by  angels  in  the  ear  of  Him 
Who  sits  enthroned  amid  the  seraphim, 
O'er  the  wide  prospect  with  delighted  eyes 
I  ranged :  the  azure  sun-illumined  skies 
On  one  extended  plain  looked  down,  a  plain 
Of  light,  a  sea  of  flowers,  a  living  main 
Surging  with  bud  and  blade  and  leaf  and  bloom. 
There  golden  meads  lay  drowsed  in  soft  perfume, 
And  watered  by  one  pure  and  crystal  river, 
For  ever  flowing  and  melodious  ever, 
Billing  from  under  amaranthine  bowers, 
Where  spirits  breathing  other  life  than  ours, 
White-robed  and  glory-crowned,  an  endless  throng, 
Walked  warbling  measures  of  rejoicing  song. 

Oh !  I  am  happy  now  ;  my  soul  at  rest, ' 
Like  an  unruffled  sea,  upon  whose  breast 
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Fair  argosies  are  floating  to  a  haven 

Cradled  in  light,  thoughts  that  glide  on  to  Heaven 

Urged  by  the  zephyr-winged  breath  of  Prayer. 

I  have  a  golden  islet-dwelling  there, 

A  home  of  bliss,  embosomed  in  a  realm 

Of  endless  summer.     Piloting  the  helm 

Of  my  Thought-eager  bark  is  Love,  a  Power, 

A  shape  unlike  that  spirit,  who  before 

Had  stolen  the  guise  of  Love  to  lead  astray 

The  unwary  boy ;  but  passionless ;  a  ray 

Divine  ;  a  light,  the  essence  of  a  beam ; 

A  pure  ecstatic  trance,  and  yet  no  dream; 

A  wingless  glory  on  the  dazzling  sea ; 

A  hope,  a  life,  an  Immortality. 

And  in  the  bark  with  me,  'neath  Love  the  pilot, 

O'er  Life's  Egean  to  our  Heaven-home  islet 

Sailing,  she  sits  that  woman  angel-hearted, 

Beneath  whose  words  my  buried  soul  upstarted, 

Like  a  reviving  corpse  from  the  cold  sod, 

To  find  a  Heaven,  a  Saviour  and  a  God. 

So  heart  to  heart  may  Love  on  Earth  still  bind  us, 
And  when  Death  speeds  his  message  may  he  find  us 
Yet  one  in  God :  and  like  two  married  lights, 
Ensphered  within  the  sky  of  warm  delights, 
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Starring  Eternity,  at  length  may  we 
Range  the  unending  dawn  of  God's  felicity, 
And  swell,  triumphant  'mong  the  hosts  of  Heaven, 
The  chorus  of  the  archangelic  seven. 


%\t  gigjji  Season. 


THE    ABGUMENT. 

The  Poem  opens  with  a  description  of  a  Summer  Night  and 
the  wonders  of  the  starry  heavens.  The  mighty  works  of 
God  lead  to  the  contemplation  of  the  Great  Worker,  and 
manifest  his  claims  to  human  adoration. — The  Poem  then 
proceeds  to  set  forth  the  folly  of  Atheism,  and  the  evidences 
of  design  visible  in  Creation.  Next  follows  a  consideration 
of  God's  surpassing  love  in  the  great  scheme  of  Human 
Redemption.  This  leads  the  writer  to  supplicate  the  Almighty 
for  the  exceeding  gift  of  the  Holy  Spirit ;  and  the  whole 
concludes  with  an  expression  of  joyful  assurance,  and  hope 
against  the  Day  of  Judgement. 


THE     NIGHT     SEASON. 

'Tis  the  Night-season.     All  the  air  is  mute ; 
O'er  hill,  and  plain,  and  field,  and  vocal  grove 
The  latest  sounds  of  life  have  died  away. 
The  birds  have  ceased  their  carol,  which  all  day 
And  far  into  the  twilight  was  prolonged. 
The  kine  no  longer  low  to  all  the  meads 
But  lie  about  the  fields,  like  huddled  mounds 
Of  snow  amid  the  darkness,  couched  at  rest. 
The  silver  tinkle  of  the  sheep-bell  breaks 
No  more,  like  music,  o'er  the  wide-spread  heath. 
Upon  the  wild  is  hushed  the  plover's  cry. 
The  sounds  of  rustic  revelry,  that  long 
From  yonder  vale  have  echoed  on  the  night, 
Are  silent  now ;  the  peasant's  song  is  o'er ; 
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And  one  by  one  the  glimmering  village  lights 
Are  all  gone  out.     Silence  and  Solitude 
Awhile  maintain  their  undisputed  reign. 

And  now  the  hand  of  Darkness,  drawing  back 
The  curtain  of  the  daylight  from  the  skies, 
Eevealeth  all  the  hidden  wealth  of  Heaven ; 
Unnumbered  orbs  and  worlds  in  myriads  rolled 
On  worlds,  profuseness  of  Creative  skill ! 
Here  belted  great  Orion  grasps  his  sword, 
Like  one  who  goeth  forth  equipped  for  war, 
And  flings  defiance  to  the  Western  skies ; 
And  here,  the  sister  Pleiades,  glimmering  sad, 
As  though  in  grief  for  one  for  ever  lost 
To  all  their  number,  shine,  how  like  a  group 
Of  angels,  weeping  o'er  an  angel's  fall ; 
And  here,  the  Boreal  Crown  in  splendour  gleams, 
A  diadem  upon  the  brow  of  Night ; 
And  countless  more  in  glory  stand  displayed, 
Princes  and  kings  of  light  that  round  the  Moon, 
Pale  Queen  of  Heaven,  their  silent  homage  pay, 
Like  youths  attendant  in  a  maiden's  train. 

Now  borne  aloft  on  Contemplation's  wing, 
While  every  jarring  chord  within  my  breast 
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Lies  hushed,  by  this  deep  solemn  conscious  sense 

Of  all-prevailing  solitude,  my  soul 

Mounts,  free  from  all  distraction,  unto  Thee, 

My  Life,  my  Joy,  my  Everlasting  Hope ; 

Source  of  my  Being  and  of  all  besides 

That  is,  or  was,  or  shall  be,  Great  First-Last, 

Cause  of  all  causes,  Life  of  all  effects 

Of  life,  whose  sway  the  tide  of  life  controls 

In  all  its  varied  channels,  and  sustains 

The  endless  round  of  Being  to  its  bounds ; 

Sovereign  Creator,  King  of  kings,  and  Lord 

Of  lords,  Great  God,  Creation's  God  and  mine ! 

To  Thee  I  rise  in  meditative  flight, 

And  feel  Thee  here,  a  present  Deity  ; 

Thy  spirit's  sustentative  aid  I  crave 

While  on  emprize  of  bold  achievement  bent, 

The  highest  reach  of  Song  my  Muse  essays, 

Thyself  the  inspiration  and  the  theme ; 

O  teach  my  feeble  tongue  to  utter  praise  ! 

Praise. — This  vast  conclave  of  assembled  worlds 
Take  up  the  word  and  roll  it  on  the  night, 
To  all  the  starry  nations  far  beyond 
This  world's  horizon  :  still  in  higher  tones 
Than  mortal  speech  can  compass  sounding  praise, 
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Praise,  the  unceasing'subjeet  of  their  song. 
To  Thee,  while  they  their  endless  circles  round, 
They  utter  praise,  the  matchless  Architect, 
Who  formed  them  all  on  this  majestic  scale, 
And  life  and  motion  gave  them,  calling  forth 
From  nothing  all  things,  order  out  of  Chaos, 
Light  from  the  darkness,  system  from  the  void, 
And  all  the  splendid  superstructure  reared 
Upon  a  plan  whose  utter  magnitude 
Baffles  the  utmost  stretch  of  human'  thought 
To  comprehend  an  atom  of  the  Whole  ; 
So  grand  a  Whole,  so  grand  in  all  its  parts, 
Life  within  life,  and  wheel  within  the  wheel 
To  endless  continuity ;  within, 
Without,  cause  linked  in  ever  boundless  cause, 
The  sole  solution  of  the  problem,  God, 
Omniscient,  active,  potent,  present  God ! 
Thine  are  their  glories,  Thee  they  all  proclaim, 
And  in  their  order,  majesty,  and  grace 
Convey  to  all  the  cycles  of  all  Time, 
An  image  of  the  Workman  in  his  work. 

Nor  these  alone.     0  Father,  all  thy  works 
Are  loud  in  praise  of  Thee !     Whether  the  Morn 
Begirt  with  crimson  clouds,  leads  up  the  car 
c2 
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Of  Phoebus,  opening  wide  the  gates  of  Day ; 

Or  in  mid-noon  flashing  meridian  beams 

The  burning  orb  triumphant  rides  the  air ; 

Or  night  attends  him  to  his  royal  rest, 

And  robes  the  plain  in  silence  and  deep  shade 

Or  Light,  or  Darkness,  still  Thou  stand'st  revealed. 

The  rolling  seasons,  day  and  night,  the  hours, 

The  gliding  years  Thy  Providence  proclaim  ; 

Thine  are  the  ages,  and  the  voice  of  Time 

With  ceaseless  modulations  sings  to  Thee. 

Nature  is  loud  with  tidings  of  her  God 

Yea  the  round  world  with  all  that  it  contains 

To  Thee  shews  homage.     On  the  mountain  tops 

The  white  snows  glitter  in  the  face  of  Heaven, 

And  meet  thy  glances  dumb  with  ecstasy. 

Below,  the  bleating  vallies  bask  beneath 

Thy  sheltering  smile  and  Thy  eternal  beam, 

And  tell  their  calm  contentedness  to  Thee. 

The  woods  and  groves  are  vocal  of  Thy  love ; 

And  the  primeval  forests  unto  Thee 

Gigantic  arms  extend,  as  though  to  claim 

A  benediction  at  their  Maker's  hands. 

The  swelling  brooks,  the  rivers  winding  clear 

Through  fields  that  blossom  in  thy  golden  ray, 

The  roaring  cataracts,  o'er  shelving  rocks 
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That  leap  and  foam,  all  join  the  general  song ; 
Deep  calleth  unto  deep ;  and,  far  away, 
Old  Ocean  rolls  his  organ  notes  of  joy. 

Mid  this  harmonious  concert,  by  these  notes 
Of  universal  praise  encompassed  round, 
This  pealing  anthem  rising  up  to  Heaven, 
And  by  the  orbs  of  Heaven  re-echoed  still ; 
Where  even  silence  seems  to  join  the  song, 
And  things  inanimate  yet  find  a  tongue 
To  praise  the  living  God ;  shall  man  alone 
Eefuse  his  tribute,  man  alone  be  found 
Dumb,  and  on  Earth  the  one  unhallowed  thing  ? 
No !  while  this  heart  one  pulse  of  life  shall  throb, 
While  this  frail  tongue  a  single  word  can  frame 
My  deep  emotion  to  express,  to  Him, 
Who  first  from  dust  this  creature  frame  evoked, 
Endowed  this  flesh  with  life,  and  placed  me  here 
A  complex  and  complete  anatomy, 
Within  a  world,  where  all  surrounding  things 
Stand  perfect,  and  adapted  to  my  wants, 
And  minister  to  my  enjoyment ;  songs 
Of  gratitude  my  spirit  shall  employ, 
My  heart  a  lyre  attuned  to  sound  His  praise 
Shall  be,  and  all  my  service  shall  bo  His. 
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And  can  there  be  mid  these  amazing  proofs 
Of  Thee,  Great  God,  the  wretch  so  blind  of  sight, 
Perverse  of  heart,  unable  to  descry 
The  Maker  mirrored  in  his  mighty  works  ? 
The  fool  attributing  to  feeble  Chance 
This  glorious  mechanism,  so  replete 
With  evidence  of  purpose  and  design  ? 
Purpose  how  wise !  Design  how  beautiful  t 
And  past  the  measure  of  man's  finding  out ! 
For  how  can  mortal  plummet  fathom  God  ? 
But  shall  he  thenoe  decide,  against  the  sense 
That  warns  him  of  his  folly,  that  no  Mind 
Of  higher  reach  than  his  to  compass  out 
The  Eternal  plan  exists,  refuse  the  light, 
Abjure  his  reason,  and  deny  his  God  ? 
Woe  to  the  purblind  crew,  who  thus  shall  dare 
To  trifle  with  Eternity !  For  me, 
All  things  conspire  to  manifest  my  God ; 
My  Being  here  the  surest  proof  of  His  ; 
My  Maker's  praise  shall  be  my  constant  theme 
And  all  the  wonders  of  His  mighty  Word. 

His  mighty  Word !   Awake,  my  soul,  awake ! 
In  higher  strains  aspire,  and  emulate 
The  angelic  throng,  that,  round  the  Eternal  throne, 
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On  Zion  hill  perpetual  music  make, 

And  in  full  chorus  tell  to  all  the  thrones, 

And  principalities  of  Heaven,  and  all 

The  outlying  worlds,  the  matchless  triumph  wrought 

The  glorious  triumph  of  Eedeeming  Love  ! 

Awake  my  soul !  the  brightest  attribute 

Of  Deity  demands  thy  grateful  muse. 

Hereunto  on  Creative  skill,  and  power, 

And  providence  and  glory  hast  thou  dwelt 

In  high  descant,  and  all  the  starry  worlds 

Have  lent  responsive  echoes  to  thy  lay, 

Thy  song  shall  find  its  culminating  point 

Of  praise  in  Love,  mysterious  Love,  that  brings 

God  from  the  skies,  as  Man  to  die  for  Man, 

And  lifts  Man  to  the  stature  of  a  God. 

For  He,  the  "Word,  the  Everlasting  Son 

Of  God  begotten,  and  by  Him  declared 

Co-ordinate,  co-essential  Deity ; 

Who  with  Him  and  that  mystic  Beam  of  Light, 

From  Him  eternally  proceeding,  reigns 

In  power,  majesty,  and  love  for  ever, 

Supreme  and  Sovereign  of  the  Universe, 

Surrendered  once  his  state,  and  from  his  throne 

Descended,  where  before  Him,  day  and  night, 

The  countless  armies  of  the  skies  attend, 
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And  take  their  harps  in  hand,  and  sound  aloud 
Hosannas  to  His  name,  and  lowly  lay 
Their  trophies  at  his  feet ;  His  Father's  courts 
Forsook,  and  left  that  bright  abode  of  bliss 
And  being  found  in  fashion  as  a  Man, 
For  Man  became  a  willing  sacrifice. 

And  whence  this  condescension  ?     Whence  arose 
This  need  of  sacrifice  ?     Occasioned  erst 
In  Paradise,  where  Man,  by  God  endowed 
With  every  boon  and  blessing  qualified 
To  render  life  one  everlasting  day 
Of  pleasure  and  enjoyment,  discontent, 
Unhappy  heed  to  Hell's  enticement  gave, 
Eefused  obedience  to  the  just  command 
Of  his  Creator,  plucked  forbidden  fruit 
Of  knowledge,  sinned,  celestial  favour  lost, 
From  height  of  grace  plunged  headlong  into  guilt, 
And  fell  as  once  from  Heaven  the  angels  fell. 
Hell  the  djre  forfeit,  but  that  conflict  rose 
'Twixt  Love  and  Justice, — God  the  arbiter. 
The  Eternal  Word  our  substitute  became ; 
Incarnate  Man  he  suffered  in  our  stead, 
A  spotless  sacrifice,  that  we  by  Faith 
Might  look  to  Him  and  live ;  and  bore  away 
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The  palm  of  triumph  from  the  Anarch's  hold, 
And  came  victorious  through  the  gates  of  Hell. 
Hail,  Holy  Faith !  that  on  seraphic  wing, 
Dear  offspring  of  the  skies,  to  Earth  descends, 
Empowered  with  sweet  assurance  to  my  soul 
Of  his  high  pardon  and  enduring  peace  ; — 
Transporting  visitant ;  through  thee  I  rise, 
Conscious  of  renovated  worth,  restored 
To  all  the  native  dignity  of  Man ; 
Emancipate,  enfranchised,  far  beyond 
The  bounds  of  Time  and  space  and  mortal  range 
Of  sight,  and  hold  communion  with  my  God, 
Pour  out  my  song  to  Him,  proclaiming  all, 
The  wonders  wrought  by  His  redeeming  love ! 

But  not  alone  should  Praise  my  tongue  employ, 
For  I  have  need  of  Prayer.     Here  at  Thy  feet, 
Father !  behold  thy  suppliant  servant  kneel, 
And  from  thy  throne  in  Heaven  regard  my  prayer ! 
Lo  !  in  the  Orient  far,  the  first  faint  light 
Breaks  through  the  darkness,  and  awakening  Morn 
Beveals  her  rosy  face.     The  increasing  Dawn 
Floods  all  the  heavens  with  glory,  and  the  hills 
Bejoice  with  glittering  crowns  upon  their  heads  ; 
The  twilight  fades,  retiring  through  the  vales ; 
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The  woods  resume  their  anthem,  and  the  streams 

And  babbling  brooks  re-glisten  'mong  the  meads  ; 

The  animated  air  is  filled  with  sound, 

And  all  the  strife  and  stir  of  Day  begin. 

God  of  the  Morning,  rise !  and  like  yon  orb 

That  now  re-animates  the  world  refreshed, 

Upon  my  heart  ray  thy  refulgent  beams, 

My  mind  illumine  with  immortal  Truth, 

Celestial  Faith  impart,  and  me  endow 

With  grace  in  inexhaustible  supply ! 

Oh  bid  thy  Dove  of  sweetest  solace  come, 

Inhabit  here  and  make  me  all  Thy  Own, 

That  I  mid  all  vicissitudes  of  life, 

Each  shade  of  mortal  mutability 

May  cling  to  Thee  unchanged !     Whate'er  my  lot, 

Though  cast  in  Barcan  wild  or  Libyan  waste, 

Hyrcanian  forest,  pathless  solitude, 

Where  never  step  intrudes  or  human  eye 

Bestows  a  glance  of  fond  companionship, " 

I  shall  not  die  unnoticed,  and  unknown, 

And  unrejoiced,  so  Thou,  my  God,  regard  me ! 

At  peace  with  God — then  Satan  try  thy  worst ! 

Bid  sorrow  like  a  surging  sea  arise 

And  circle  all  my  gay  horizon  round, — 
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Bid  sickness  lay  her  hand  upon  my  brow 
And  wither  up  the  morning  of  my  days, — 
Bid  sad  mischance,  with  dreadful  wind  adverse, 
Sweep  off  at  once  my  fortune  and  my  friends, — 
Bid  Envy  rob  me  of  my  untarnished  name, 
And  Persecution  stretch  me  on  the  rack, 
He  will  uphold  me ;  I  by  Faith  will  gaze 
Still  steadfast  on  the  Cross  of  Calvary, 
In  my  own  cross  rejoicing ;  and,  at  last, 
My  soul  shall  summer  in  Eternal  Day  ! 

Then   when  the   last  Archangel's  trump   shall 
sound 
With  loud  appalling  note,  and  shake  the  spheres, 
While  all  Creation  staggers  at  his  nod, 
And  the  great  deep  reverberates  his  voice, 
The  shaft  of  Doom  shall  cleave  the  vault  of  Heaven, 
Like  forked  lightening  sudden  driven,  and  all 
The  splendid  architecture  of  the  skies, 
Blue  dome,  revolving  orbs,  planet  and  sun 
Fall  crumbling  into  ruin,  and  no  trace 
Behind  them  leave  of  their  magnificence ; 
The  Eternal  Word  shall  call  as  erst  He  called 
Upon  Creation's  morn,  and  Nature's  plan, 
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Like  some  fair  dream  that  flies  with  Night  away, 

Dissolve  again  into  the  shoreless  void ; 

The  King  himself  shall  come  in  majesty, 

"With  countless  armies  shining  in  his  train, — 

Archangel,  angel,  cherub,  seraph,  saint, 

Legions  invincible  and  armed  as  when 

They  vanquished  the  artillery  of  Hell, — 

Shall  come  and  call  the  nations  to  His  bar ; 

The  Dead  shall  wake  obedient  at  His  voice, 

Victorious  o'er  the  grave ;  and  the  deep  sea, 

Enriched  with  wrecks  of  mighty  argosies, 

And  slaughters  of  innumerable  wars, 

Shall  yield  her  prey ;  and  fierce  Gehenna  ope 

Her  flaming  jaws  and  vomit  out  the  damned; 

Princes,  and  potentates  and  kings  shall  rise, 

And  all  the  great  of  Earth,  and  all  the  mean, 

Shall  rise  and  own  Him  Sovereign,  and  account 

To  Him  result  of  delegated  life, 

And  at  his  hands  receive  their  right  award ; — 

Then  I  shall,  0  my  Saviour !  by  thy  grace, 

Stand  marshalled  with  the  Saints  at  thy  right  hand, 

A  glorious  company,  with  harps  of  gold 

Boiling  harmonious  numbers,  that  shall  rise 

And  swell  and  soar  for  ever  without  end ; 


44  THE    NIGHT    SEASON. 

With  them,  in  bliss,  shall  stand  before  the  throne, 
And  bear  the  palm  of  everlasting  green, 
Crowned  with  the  plenitude  of  Perfect  Love, 
Triumphant  crowned  when  Time  shall  be  no  more  ! 
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It  was  the  time  whereof  sweet  dreams  are  made, 
That  in  the  summer  softly  preludes  night; 
The  day  was  dying,  and  the  last  lingering  light 

Grew  deeper  purple,  melting  into  shade. 

The  bee,  that  to  the  lily,  all  the  day, 

Humm'd  like  an  infant  at  its  mother's  breast, 
Grew  silent,  like  an  infant  hushed  to  rest, 

And  the  dull  summer  murmurs  died  away. 

Save  where  the  long  lank  grasses,  to  and  fro, 

Waved,  whispering  to  the  breeze  that  swept  the 

stream, 
And  the  sleek  ripples,  gliding  like  a  dream, 

Plash'd  gently  in  their  swift  and  onward  flow. 
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And  in  a  smooth  and  drowsy  undertone, 
Dissembling  deeper  silence,  like  a  voice 
That  breathes  the  burden  of  remember'd  joys, 

The  sweet  sad  bird  of  night  and  love  made  moan. 

And  then  a  silver  line  of  growing  light 

Swathed  all  the  East,  and  lovelier  than  a  bride 
The  moon  arose,  and  in  the  mournful  tide 

Mirrored  her  pure  pale  features,  warm  and  white. 

I  sat  alone  beside  the  stream,  and  wove 
A  thousand  fancies  into  one  short  hour, 
Of  all  that  was  and  would  be,  and  the  power 

That  bound  the  soul  a  captive  unto  Love. 

I  marvelled  at  the  ills  of  Destiny, 

And  all  the  fraud  and  falsehood  that  had  been  ; 

That  Love  should  vary  with  the  varying  scene, 
And  Life  be  all  a  mutability. 

How  that  the  sneer  took  refuge  in  the  smile, 
And  Love  did  lend  his  mantle  unto  lies  ; 
How  secret  scorn  laught  in  love-languid  eyes, 

And  honeyed  phrases  cloaked  the  thought  of  guile. 
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For  Memory  overwhelmed  me  with  the  Past, 
Kecalling  all  the  bitter  tale  of  wrong ; 
So  like  a  mockery  seemed  the  lone  bird's  song, 

I  shuddered  with  strange  sadness  overcast. 

Till  o'er  the  soul  a  softer  feeling  crept, 

Allaying  the  fierce  tumult  of  my  grief, 
And  the  wild  sorrow  brought  its  own  relief, 

And  my  tears  came  upon  me  and  I  wept. 

Emotions  which  to  tears  alone  belong, 

When  the  full  heart  begins  to  feel  again 
A  touch,  a  tone  of  the  old  boyish  strain, 

More  musical  than  any  measured  song ; 

And  Fancy,  like  Oblivion,  wanders  wild 

Through  Life,  that  ran  before  the  pathway  broke 
Upon  the  waste,  or  any  discord  woke 

Disturbance  of  the  dreamings  of  the  child ; 

These  twined  around  the  heart,  and  I  did  seem 
To  be  again  the  boy,  and  the  pure  thought 
Gathered,  as  unto  vaster  eddies  wrought, 

And  all  the  spirit  circled  in  a  dream. 


50  A  SUMMER  EVENING  REVERIE. 

Sudden  awoke  a  sense  within  my  frame, 

Dim,  vague,  uncertain,  lite  the  earliest  dawn 
Of  Love  in  the  heart,  as,  on  the  silence  borne, 

The  magic  music  of  a  footfall  came. 

For  thou  wert  there,  amid  the  silent  night, 

And  gazing  down  with  glorious  eye  and  brow 
Upon  me,  oh  thou  dearest !  even  as  now, 

Suffusing  all  the  soul  with  tenderest  light ; 

A  radiant  vision  of  the  isles  of  bliss, — 
But  oh,  than  any  vision,  dearer  far ! 
Apart  from  me,  thou,  even  as  a  star, 

A  while  didst  stand,  then,  in  one  long  wild  kiss 

Of  love,  we  met  embracing  ;  and  a  thought 
Did  blossom  up  within  thee,  like  a  flower, 
The  large  endowment  of  that  generous  hour, 

A  little  murmur  on  the  silence  caught, 

And  saying ; — Oh  Beloved  !  wherefore  went 

Thy  love  in  anguish  from  thee  ?    Hath  not  Peace 
Prepared  yet  other  bridal  bowers  ?     Oh  cease ! 

Nor  lavish  life  away  in  lone  lament. 
d2 
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All !  Hast  thou  suffered  ?     It  is  well.     The  spring 
In  Winter's  snowy  lap  is  ever  nurst. 
The  mightier  transport  is  not  at  the  first; 

For  how  should  strength  belong  to  infant  wing  ? 

Nor  art  thou  in  thy  sorrow  all  alone, 

But  others  too  have  thrid  the  maze  of  sadness, 
And  pressing  forward  unto  higher  gladness, 

Have  made  a  purer  life  and  love  their  own. 

Man  was  not  made  for  weeping,  neither  thou 
A  helmless  bark  to  drift  adown  the  stream. 
Mark  how  the  tides  creep  forward,  and  a  beam 

Dawns  in  the  East,  and  dances  round  the  prow ! 

Even  from  the  ruined  lodges  of  the  Past, 

Melodious  whispers  light  along  the  years ; — 
The  hopes,  the  burning  raptures  and  the  tears, 

Like  radiant  promises  of  Life  forecast, 

And  winged  thoughts  of  noble  deed,  that  came 
And  sat  like  doves  upon  the  gates  of  youth, 
Of  high  achievement  to  be  wrought  for  Truth, 

And  the  large-handed  dower,  a  poet's  fame, 
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These  have  not  vanished  all.     What  though  the  cloud 
Hath  blackened  over  sky  and  moon  and  star, 
The  mountain  peaks  still  glimmer  white  afar, 

And  the  dawn  deepens  and  may  brook  no  shroud ! 

Slow  change  comes  creeping  up  from  day  to  day, 
And  Death  is  portal-warden  of  all  Birth  ; 
But  Love  can  never  fade  from  off  the  Earth ; 

And  a  great  thought  shall  never  die  away. 

Still  as  our  souls  through  endless  cycles  wheel, 

And  gather  height  and  strength,  and  grow  to  more, 
Love  yields  a  rarer  rapture  than  before, 

Nor  doth  he  bear  alone  a  blind  ideal. 

Ere  Form  had  place  in  wide  immensity, 

Ere  worlds  were  made  or  ever  Light  appeared, 
Love  had  his  strong-built  -citadel  upreared, 

For  God  is  Love  to  all  Eternity. 

Oh  blame  not  Love  for  Sorrow  !  Taunt  not  God 

With  misery,  though  our  Life  should  end  in  Death ! 
Whence  draw  we  life  but  of  the  Eternal  Breath  ? 

And  doth  not  Love  sit  guardian  on  the  sod  ? 
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And  yet,  the  conscious  instinct  of  the  brain 

That  driYes  the  colder  thought  of  reason  home, 
Is  proof  we  are  not  wholly  for  the  tomb, 

Is  proof  hereafter  we  shall  live  again. 

Oh !  what  shall  be  of  Love,  in  that  expanse 

Of  unimagined  bliss?    To  range  the  spheres, 
And  glide  along  the  catalogue  of  years, 

A  world  of  Love  disclosed  at  every  glance ; 

To  meet,  'mong  all  the  starry  millions  there. 

No  touch  of  scorn,  no  eye  that  looks  untruth 
But  the  pure  glory  of  Immortal  youth 

And  endless  beauty  beaming  everywhere ; 

Ah  this  were  Love  and  Joy  indeed  !    The  cup 
Were  all  too  full.     But  keep  thy  spirit  pure  ; 
For  know  the  promise  of  thy  God  is  sure, 

Have  faith  in  Him,  Beloved,  and  look  up  ! 

Look  up  and  love!  Why  dote  on  friendless  fate, 
And  nourish  fruitless  sorrow  in  thy  breast  ? 
In  idle  sadness  lives  no  real  rest. 

Go,  widowed  dove,  and  get  thyself  a  mate ! 
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Hast  thou  no  largess  left,  yet  unbestowed  ? 

Oil  I  will  love  thee,  and  will  lead  thee  on, 
Across  the  wild,  beyond  the  purple  dawn, 

And  sit  down  with  thee  in  the  realms  of  God ! 

Oh,  trust  in  me,  and  yield  me  up  thy  love ! 

Thy  voice  grew  faint  as  with  excess  of  bliss,- 
My  dream  dissolved  as  broken  with  a  kiss ; 

And  the  great  morning  gathered  light  above. 


^rmiger. 

AN    ELEGY. 


INTEODUCTION. 

Mr.  C.  A.  Kkederer,  the  friend  whose  loss  is  lamented  in  the 
following  elegy,  was  indeed  one  of  the  excellent  of  the  Earth. 
An  Artist  of  considerable  worth,  and  possessed  at  the  same  time 
of  fine  literary  tastes,  his  talents  were  hallowed  unto  all  noble 
ends,  and  shone  forth  equally  with  a  spirit  of  unobtrusive,  but 
deep  and  earnest  piety.  He  was  a  native  of  Germany,  (hence 
the  allusion  at  the  end  of  the  third  stanza,)  but  studied  Painting 
in  England  under  the  late  Mr.  William  Etty.  Possessed  how- 
ever of  ample  means,  and  naturally  of  a  modest  and  retiring 
disposition,  he  shrank  from  courting  public  notice,  though  his 
artistic  genius  was  such  as  might  have  won  for  him  an 
enviable  fame.  His  loss  will  long  be  felt,  by  all  to  whom  he 
was  endeared  by  his  manly  and  Christian  qualities. 


AEMIGEE: 


AN  ELEGY  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  FRIEND. 


Summer  is  gone,  and  the  last  summer  bird 

Hath  flown,  like  a  scared  hope,  across  the  sea ; 
The  woods  are  sere,  and  the  thick  branches,  stirred 

By  Autumn's  wailing  winds,  rave  ceaselessly ; 

The  leaves  around  are  falling,  not  a  tree 
But  stands  disconsolate  as  though  it  mourned. 

The  splendours  of  its  prime  :  and  woe  is  me, 
That  mourning  should  be  mine  !     I  too  have  learned 
To  weep  o'er  vanished  hopes,  o'er  joys  that  lie  inurned. 


Oh  Death,  thou  heedless  spoiler !  could  thy  hand 
Light  on  no  other  prey,  that  thou  shouldst  tear 

From  love  its  crowning  gem,  and  fix  a  brand 
Of  scathing,  deep,  remediless  despair 
On  Friendship's  open  brow  ?  Oh !  couldst  thou  bear 
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So  ill  the  vision  of  a  joy  like  ours 

In  human  heart  enshrined,  that  thou  shouldst  dare 
To  crush  of  Art  the  inviolable  flowers, 
And  wake  thy  tuneless   voice   in   Song's  melodious 

bowers  ? 


Ah !  never  shall  those  bowers  echo  more 

With  the  rapt  music  of  the  master's  strain, 
Nor  ever  shall  the  wood-nymph  there  outpour 

Her  crystal  urn  of  gathered  sweets  again ; 

For  he  alike  to  pleasure  and  to  pain 
Is  cold,  who  erst,  dear  Nature's  darling  strung 

His  silver  lyre  among  us  :  Death  hath  ta'en 
Our  minstrel  hence,  and,  oh !  our  hearts  are  wrung 
To  know  the  latest  Minnesinger's  song  is  sung. 


IV. 

Come  all  ye  Fair  Creations  of  the  Mind, 

Genii  and  Elves  and  winged  Dryads  come, 

And  blend  your  tears  with  mine  1  oh  leave  behind 
Your  sports  and  gambols  for   the   grave-yard 

gloom ! 
And  as  the  chariot  to  its  last  long  home 
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Bears  the  pale  lifeless  form  of  Armiger, 

Take  mourning  garlands  twined  of  many  a  bloom 
Of  doleful  hue,  and  cast  them  on  his  bier, 
And  strew  them  all  around  the  lonely  sepulchre. 


v. 

For  oftentimes  his  hand  your  beauties  limned 

And  on  the  canvas  gave  your  sports  to  view, 

As  often  have  his  warbling  measures  timed 

Your  frolic  dances  on  the  green :  he  knew, 
The  secret  lore  of  Elf-land,  and  with  you 

In  realms  of  Faery  many  a  day  hath  been ; 

Come  then,  sweet  sprites !   and  let  your  tears, 
like  dew, 

Drop  gently  for  the  dead,  for  he,  I  ween, 

Shall  never  woo  you  more  to  grace  his  song  or  scene. 


VI. 

Oh,  weep  with  me !  for  my  big  tears  must  fall, 
Lamenting  Armiger  the  good  and  brave; 

I  cannot  aught  but  wail,  and  wildly  call 

Upon  the  dead  to  answer  from  his  grave ; 
In  vain  my  tears,  in  vain  response  I  crave ; 
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For  lie  will  never  speak  again  to  me, 

And  I  am  doomed  to  linger  Sorrow's  slave, 
Pent  in  this  region  of  mortality, 
And  pace  my  prison  round  and  languish  to  get  free. 


He  came  a  regal  soul,  and  dwelt  awhile 
Among  us  but  not  of  us ;  everywhere 

Bright  buds  of  promise  sprang  to  greet  his  smile, 
And  warm  delights  inhabited  the  air 
Of  life  around  him ;  all  shapes  good  and  fair, 

All  summer  sounds,  all  wisdom  and  all  truth, 

Like  stars,  did  circle  him  their  central  sphere  ; 

Old  age  did  pass  him  by  for  very  ruth, 

And  while  it  snowed  his  locks  renewed  his  spirit": 
youth. 


Whate'er  on  this  cold  earth  can  lend  a  grace 

To  human  life,  whate'er  of  grandeur  shrined 

In  human  story  lies,  whate'er  can  raise 
One  generous  aspiration  in  the  mind 
Of  man  he  loved  and  cherished  :  he  could  find 
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In  common  things  tilings  that  by  common  eyes 
Are  undescried  :  no  darkness,  like  a  blind, 
Hung   o'er   his    Thought,   that,   kindred    with    the 

skies, 
Did  make  for  him  this  desert  life  a  Paradise. 


His  spirit  in  an  atmosphere  of  love 

Did  summer  aye,  and  like  a  bee  did  glide 

From  bloom  to  bloom,  where  all  sweet  sorceries  strove 
For  beatific  mastery  :  like  a  bride 
Queen  Beauty  ever  waited  at  his  side,. 

With  lavish  hand  on  him  her  gifts  did  shower, 
Her  secret  loveliness  she  did  not  hide, 

But  stood  disrobed  before  him  in  her  bower, 

Nor  blushed  to  meet  his  gaze  that  merited  the  dower. 


For  he  was  pure  of  heart ;  oh  not  the  rill 
That  ripples  musical  adown  the  glade  ; 

Not  the  new-fallen  snow  upon  the  hill, 

Ere  yet  the  flying  fawn  hath  footprints  made ; 
Oh !  not  the  breast  of  virgin  unaffrayed 
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More  free  from  leprous  guile,  more  free  from  stain 
Than  our  lost  Armiger  :  a  white-robed  maid, 
A  throned  vestal  in  Art's  matchless  fane, 
His  heavenly-visaged  soul  o'er  all   his  thoughts  did 
reign. 


Nor  aught  obscene  or  hateful  entrance  found 
Within  the  charmed  palace  of  his  mind ; 

Nor  aught  discordant  broke  upon  the  sound 

Of  angel-harmonies  that,  flower-like,  twined 
Around  his  inner-life  :  he  did  unbind 

His  heart  to  all  sweet  influence,  and  there 

No  room  for  harsher  moods  was  left ;  the  wind 

Of  envious  tongues  swept  by,  nor  lighted  where 

No  hidden  cleft  was  found  to  lodge  one  ruffian  care. 


In  gazing  on  all  beauty  he  had  grown, 

Through  long  and  deep  communion,  to  be 

The  image  of  the  thing  he  gazed  upon, 

Even  as  the  skies  are  mirrored  by  the  sea. 
But  he  is  gone  ! — And  I  and  Misery 
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Walk  hand  in  hand  along  the  self-same  way, 

Where  Armiger  was  wont  to  roam  with  me, 
And  ne'er  will  roam  again ;  oh,  woe  the  day  ! 
When  Earth  claimed  back  her  dust  and  gave  the  worm 
his  prey. 


He  was  my  Friend,  and  in  that  sacred  name 
How  many  dear  emotions  lie  interred, 

And  quenched  how  many  an  ardent  dream  that  came 
And  visited  this  lorn  heart,  like  a  bird 
Of  Paradise,  or  like  a  warm  breath  stirred 

By  gusts  of  summer  wind ;  nor  ever  Sorrow 
On  our  domain  came  with  her  cruel  herd 

Of  griefs ;  our  joy  was  whole  ;  no  need  to  borrow 

For  bliss  a  brighter  sky,  for  love  a  lovelier  morrow. 


Together  'twas  our  wont  at  break  of  day 

To  climb  the  hills  and  drink  the  morning  breeze  ; 

Or  else  by  marge  of  wandering  stream  to  stray, 
And  hark  the  merry  bells  across  the  leas 
Eing  out  their  matin  peal ;  at  noon  the  trees 
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Of  some  old  wood  did  lend  a  grateful  shade, 

Where  we  reclined,  and  fair  philosophies 
In  graceful  converse  wooed,  or  idly  made 
Rhymes  that  nymph  Echo  told  to  every  neighbouring 
elade. 


xv. 

Oh  happy  days,  that  ne'er  will  dawn  again, 

Save  o'er  the  strange  sad  land  of  Memory ! 
Why  are  ye  flown  so  early  ?     Merry  strain, 

That  woke  the  lyre  of  life  to  melody  ! 

Why  are  thy  gentle  breathings  hushed  ?  Ah  me  ! 
I  hear  alone  the  shuddering  night-winds  rave. 

All  pilotless  upon  the  stormy  sea, 
I  drive  before  the  unrelenting  wave, 
Now  that  my  Armiger  is  lying  in  his  grave. 


No  more  the  loving  pressure  of  his  hand 

Shall  wake  this  heart  to  rapture  :  his  warm  smile 

No  more  shall  beam  upon  me  bright  and  bland, 

Like  moonlight  gladdening  up  some  lonely  isle ; 
No  more  his  gentle  converse  shall  beguile, 
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With  charmed  speech,  this  heavy  laden  breast 

To  sweet  oblivion  of  the  world's  rude  toil : 
In  Death's  dart  vault,  and  in  grim  death-robe  drest, 
Who  once  was  mine  is  now  the  charnel-spectre's  guest. 

XVII. 

Upon  that  grave  will  Winter  pile  his  snows, 

And  there  will  weep  the  tearful  dews  of  Spring ; 

He  will  not  waken  from  his  long  repose ; 

The  ever  changing  months  to  him  can  bring 
No  touch  of  feeling  now :  our  memories  cling 

Like  garlands  round  the  dead,  he  heeds  them  not, 
Cold  to  our  torturing  griefs,  which  cannot  wring 

From  him  the  tribute  of  one  tender  thought : 

0  Death,  in  Love's  dear  realm  what  ravage  thou  hast 
wrought ! 


For  us  the  daily  round  of  human  things, 

The  fretful  strife,  the  fever  and  the  stir, 

As  still  Old  Time  sweeps  by  with  hurrying  wings, 
Must  vex  and  must  perplex ;  the  ills  we  bear 
The  dead  disturb  not  in  his  sepulchre, 


66  ABMIGER. 

The  sepulchre  quite  shuts  out  sympathy ; — 
And  can  it  be,  that  thou,  dear  Armiger, 
O'er  human  wrongs  who  ne'er  witheldst  a  sigh, 
Art  severed  from  each  link  that  bound  us  thou  and  I  ? 


Ah  no ! — Ye  fruitless  sorrows,  cease  your  flow, 

Nor  wail  the  imprisoned  clay,  the  unbreathing  clod ! 

'Tis  not  my  Armiger  that  lieth  low  ; 

His  deathless  soul  survives,  and  she  hath  trod 
The  dust  beneath  her,  winged  the  skyward  road, 

Outstripped  the  stars,  and  summered  in  the  light 
That  swathes  the  great  metropolis  of  God ; 

And  'mong  the  ambrosial  bowers  of  Heaven's  delight, 

Her's  is  the  dazzling  day  that  knows  no  shadowing 
night. 


'Tis  not  my  Armiger  that  lieth  low, 

Then    wherefore   mourn   for   him?     The   rather 
mourn, 
Poor  creature  of  decay,  that  here  below 

Thou  still  must  drink  from  life's  funereal  urn 

The  tearful  draught  of  time  :  thy  song  must  burn 
b  2 
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A  feeble  flickering  and  expiring  flame  ; 

A  bird  of  passage,  it  must  soon  return 
To  the  dim  shades  of  Night  from  whence  it  came.. 
A  while  caressed,  then  spurned  by  the  cold  hand  of 
Fame. 


On  him  hath  dawned  a  glory  that  shall  shine 

Undimmed  by  Time  or  Change ;  for  him  the  song, 
The  hymeneal  song,  in  realms  divine 

The  everlasting  hosts  of  Heaven  prolong ; 

And  while  I  weep  he  weeps  no  more  :  among 
The  blest,  his  spirit  whispers  unto  me, 

Above  the  storms  of  envy,  strife  and  wrong, 
A  breath  of  balm  blown  o'er  the  Jaspar  Sea, 
"  I  wait  to  share  with  Love  mine  Immortality !" 


%  Strarater  gag's  gamble. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

The  Poem  opens  with  a  description  of  the  pleasures  of  Early 
Rising,  and  introduces  the  writer  leaving  the  city  for  a  country 
ramble. — Entrance  upon  the  fields.  Description  ot  a  country 
road  and  of  the  scenery  on  either  side.  A  green  lane ;  sounds 
heard  there,  and  sensations  produced  by  them. — Noon.  The 
woodside.  Ascent  of  a,  hill.  Prospect  from  the  summit. 
Meeting  with  a,  beggar.  Thoughts  on  the  inequalities  of 
human  condition. — Afternoon.  Meditations  by  the  grave  of 
the  poet  Rogers. — Return  home. 
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On  summer  morn  'tis  sweet  to  rise  betimes, 
Refreshed  by  sleep  from  toil  of  yesterday, 
And,  leaving  far  the  smoke-dried  town  behind, 
To  ramble  in  the  fields  and  catch  the  glow, 
The  earliest  glow  of  the  new  risen  sun, 
Diffusing  glory  over  all  the  sky, 
And  underlying  Earth.     To  hear  the  birds 
From  bush  and  brake  a  welcome  warble  forth, 
To  greet  the  dawn,  while  the  upsoaring  lark, 
To  vision  lost  on  high,  the  spirit  thrills 
With  the  clear  music  of  his  matin  song. 
To  drink  the  fragrant  breeze  that  wanders  on 
By  garden,  field,  wildwood  and  flowery  copse, 
Winged  with  soft  odours  of  unnumbered  blooms. 
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To  mark  the  stir  of  countless  insect  tribes 

That  animate  the  atmosphere,  re-waked 

And  swarming  forth  to  summer  in  the  beam 

Of  the  warm  sunshine.     And  to  hark  the  sounds 

That  from  the  farmstead  peal,  the  cock's  loud  crow, 

The  herd's  dull  lowing,  and  the  herdboy's  shouts, 

Blending  together,  like  the  measured  notes 

Of  some  old  song  of  magic-breathing  tone, 

A  choir  of  happy  sounds,  to  Taney's  ear, 

By  place  and  distance  rendered  musical. 

On  such  a  morn,  desirous  to  forego 
Awhile  the  cares  of  business,  and  forget 
The  griefs  that  weighed  upon  me,  and  enjoy 
For  one  brief  day  a  holiday,  I  left 
My  bed  at  dawn,  and  left  my  city -home, 
And,  passing  through  the  long  and  silent  streets, 
The  suburb  gained  at  length,  which  past,  at  once 
I  entered  on  the  green  and  open  fields. 

There  was  no  wandering  cloud  to  fleck  the  blue, 
That  glistened  fair  as  an  Italian  sky, 
Bending  above  me.     Lightly  in  the  breeze 
The  poplars  shook  and  rustled  all  their  leaves. 
The  dew  drops  trembled  on  the  waving  grass. 
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Sparkling  like  diamonds  in  the  sunshine.     Soft, 

Melodious,  the  culver  murmured  out 

His  love-chaunt  in  the  hedge ;  and  the  shrill  lark 

Hung  in  the  morning  sky  a  little  speck 

Scarce  visible.    Chirrupped  the  grasshopper, 

And  hummed  the  bee ;  and,  borne  on  gorgeous  sails, 

The  bright  and  many-coloured  butterfly 

Wantoned  about  the  fields.     A  pleasant  path 

Narrow  and  winding,  girt  on  either  hand 

With  field-flowers,  'cross  the  meadows  led  my  steps 

To  join  again  the  high  road,  by  whose  side 

One  gentle  rill  with  rippling  cadence  fell, 

And  filled  the  air  with  murmurs,  overhung 

By  brambles,  with  whose  branches  rude  entwined 

The  sweetbriar  and  the  honeysuckle.     Anon, 

The  labouring  team  went  by  me,  leading  up 

The  heavy  wain  along  the  ascending  road. 

Hence  by  the  roadside  path  a  pleasant  mile 
I  loitered  on.     Broad  uplands  on  my  left, 
Where  waved  the  long  green  wheat,  stretched  far  away 
Towards  the  western  hills,  with  woodland  crowned, 
And  robed  in  purple  haze,  where  one  white  spire 
Glistened  amid  the  sunshine.     On  my  right, 
Lay  numerous  villas  couched  in  warm  retreats, 
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Embowered  with  greenery  of  sheltering  trees, 
O'erlooking  smooth-shaven  lawns  and  gay  parterres, 
Where  many  a  rose  and  pink  carnation  shed 
Their  fragrant  incense  on  the  breeze,  and  vied 
In  beauty  with  each  other.     Here  and  there, 
I  caught  a  distant  glimpse  of  silver  stream, 
Slow  wandering  on,  with  many  a  graceful  curve 
Between  its  banks,  and  twinkling  in  the  sun ; 
While,  floating  on  the  morning  atmosphere, 
Came  to  the  ear  the  tones  of  village  bells 

And  now,  a  little  green  sequestered  lane, 
With  grateful  shade,  my  footsteps  did  invite 
To  tread  its  grass-grown  ways.     On  either  side 
Tall  limes  and  chestnuts  spread  their  branching  screens, 
And  made  a  checquer  work  of  light  and  shade. 
The  dear  delightful  sense  of  solitude 
Entranced  me  like  a  dream,  unbroken,  save, 
At  intervals,  by  not  unwelcome  sound 
Of  ploughman  whistling  to  his  team,  or  laugh 
Of  merry  milkmaids  in  the  fields,  or  hum 
Of  murmurous  bees  that  wooed  the  bramble  flowers, 
Or  sharp  bark  of  the  sheep-dog,  sounds  that  lend 
To  silence  deeper  quiet,  nor  disturb 
The  ear  of  meditation.     Like  to  one. 
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Long  time  the  prey  of  sorrows,  upon  whom 
Sudden  the  sense  of  sweet  oblivion  falls, 
Or  one,  long  toiling  through  the  aching  hours 
For  scanty  pittance,  unto  whom  doth  sleep 
Disclose  delightful  dream  of  distant  scenes 
Woodland  and  lake,  meadow  and  mountain  land, 
I  felt,  losing  all  memory  of  the  town, 
So  far  behind  me  now,  and,  like  a  bee, 
From  every  object  drinking  beauty  in. 

At  length  beside  the  borders  of  a  wood, 
Low  and  o'erhanging  many  a  silent  pool, 
Haunts  of  the  coot  and  purple  dragon-fly, 
The  lane  meandered,  leaving  which  it  left 
The  shade.     Now,  near  his  proud  meridian  height, 
The  sun  flung  forth  his  broad  and  burning  beam, 
While  languid  drooped  the  flowers.     Before  me  lay 
A  steep  ascent ;  a  double  hawthorn  hedge 
Enclosed  an  upward  path,  that  straightway  led 
On  to  the  summit  of  a  lofty  hill. 

That  gained,  lo !  what  a  prospect  met  my  view, 
Far  as  the  eye  could  reach,  a  glorious  scene 
That  thrilled  the  heart  with  rapture  and  delight. 
High  hills  surmounting  many  a  lovely  vale, 
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And  lovely  vales  watered  by  pleasant  streams, 
And  streams  that  fed  the  meadows,  where  at  will 
Wandered  the  herds,  or  couched  'neath  spreading  tree 
Or  cropped  the  fresh  green  herbage,  or  beside 
The  river  margin  leaned  to  drink.     Eed  roofs 
And  curling  wreaths  of  smoke,  in  many  a  dale, 
Betokened  neighbourhood  of  village  life ; 
And  just  below  me,  peeping  through  the  trees, 
The  stately  mansion  of  the  lord  of  all 
These  goodly  acres ;  he,  perchance,  confined 
At  home  by  gout,  or  asthma,  or  old  age, 
While  I,  with  youth  and  health,  and  vigour  blest, 
Eange  on  at  will,  a  truer  lord  than  he 
With  him  the  shadow,  me  the  substance  lies. 

While  as  I  gazed  upon  the  landscape,  fixed 
In  silent  meditation  on  the  love 
Of  Him  whose  forming  hand  had  made  the  Earth 
So  beautiful,  adoring  in  my  thought 
Mine,  man's  and  Nature's  God,  my  reverie 
Was  broken  by  the  importunity 
Of  one  that  asked  for  alms ;  an  aged  man 
That  leaned  upon  a  ragged  staff,  and  turned 
A  supplicating  eye  on  mine,  an  eye 
That  looked  an  old  familiar  with  grief 
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And  penury,  the  while  his  face  and  form 

Seemed  hunger-pinched.     A  little  coin  bestowed, 

Scarce  missed,  called  forth  his  thanks,  and  one  small  tear 

Bedewed  his  furrowed  cheek.     The  beggar  went 

His  gate,  and  left  me  pondering  on  the  ways 

Of  man  to  man,  the  unequal  laws  that  grind 

The  poor,  subjected  to  a  life  of  toil, 

And  at  their  labours'  end,  their  sole  reward 

A  pauper's  funeral,  and  a  pauper's  grave. 

Oh,  what  a  Paradise  this  world  might  be, 
If  man  would  walk  obedient  to  the  law 
Of  his  Creator !     Ah  1  the  primal  sin 
Of  our  progenitor  to  bitter  fruit 
Hath  ripened,  and  the  law  of  God  no  more 
Wakens  concernment  in  the  minds  of  men, — 
Away  ungenial  musings !  that  disturb 
The  heavenly  harmony  that  breathes  around  ! 
The  aged  beggar  man  hath  left  behind 
Unhappy  legacy  to  Thought. 

But  now, 
As  o'er  the  hill  the  breath  of  afternoon 
Steals  languidly,  and  lazy  murmurs  creep 
Through  the  warm  sunshine,  like  the  surging  voice 
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Of  far-off  seas,  the  peaceful  hamlet  woos 

My  footsteps  the  descending  path  to  try. 

Small  stir  is  in  the  village,  and  I  turn 

All  unobserved  into  the  churchyard  path. 

Lightly  the  ivy  leaves  round  the  old  tower, 

Half  lifted  by  the  breeze,  are  rustling, 

And  on  the  dial  plate  the  lengthening  shade 

Betokens  eve  approaching.     Here  I  pause, 

Among  the  graves,  to  note  the  resting  place 

Of  Memory's  bard.     Peace  to  the  poet's  dust ! 

Almost  the  last  of  that  great  galaxy 

Of  glorious  names,  whose  recollections  still 

Are  warm  within  our  hearts,  the  illustrious  bards 

Of  an  age  just  departed.     As  I  lift 

My  hand  to  dash  aside  a  falling  tear, 

Of  which  I  need  not  be  ashamed,  I  think 

Of  others  who  are  sleeping  far  away, 

In  other  graves,  and  some  in  foreign  land. 

The  immortal  Childe,  the  tempest  of  whose  life 

Is  over  now,  and  hushed  his  turbulent  heart, 

He  sleeps  beneath  paternal  Newstead's  shade  ; 

And  Adonais  and  Alastor  lie 

United  in  their  burial,  side  by  side, 

Beneath  the  pyramid  of  Cestius, 

Beside  the  Eternal  Gitv  ;  and  he  the  first, 
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Best,  greatest,  wisest  poet  of  his  time, 

Oil,  might  I  dare  to  touch  his  garment's  hem, 

Wordsworth  rests  peacefully  in  Grasmere  vale. 

Beside  the  poet's  grave  I  lingered  out 
The  brief  remaining  hours  of  day,  thence  watched 
The  sun  go  down  in  glory,  and  the  moon 
Arise  in  splendour,  by  whose  silver  beam 
Illumined,  while  the  stars  above  me  shone 
Unnumbered  as  the  sands  beside  the  deep, 
Lifting  the  soul  to  contemplate  with  awe 
Her  King,  God  and  Creator,  I  recrossed 
The  hill,  the  lane  retraced,  refound  the  road, 
Regained  the  city,  and  arrived  once  more 
At  home,  like  one  whom  an  unwelcome  sound 
Awakens  from  a  sleep  of  happy  dreams. 
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The  object  of  the  following  poem  is  to  show  the  emptiness  of 
mere  human  philosophy,  and  its  inability  to  yield  a  real 
satisfaction  to  the  soul,  and  hence  to  lead  the  mind  to  repose 
in  that  better  philosophy  which  Religion  yields  and  which  is 
referred  to  in  the  last  four  lines  of  the  poem. 


THE  PHILOSOPHY  OF  LIFE  AND  DEATH. 


In  the  home  of  Misery, — 

Want  and  Sin  were  standing  by,- 

Life  and  Death  held  colloquy. 


And  they  talked  of  diverse  themes, 

Filled  the  time  with  various  matter ; 
Mute  and  listening  to  their  chatter, 

Misery  sat,  like  one  who  dreams, 

And  Death  snapt  his  fingers  at  her. 


Vexed  was  she  by  little  doubt, 

Deeming  neither  much  a  friend, 
Careless  what  should  be  the  end 
Of  the  questions  in  dispute, 
So  some  end  were  brought  about. 
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Want  and  Sin  were  standing  by; 
Want  full  staring  in  her  face ; 
Sin  beside  her  whispering 
In  her  ear  persuasively, 

With  a  seeming  air  of  grace, 

Many  a  dark  deceitful  thing. 


And  while  Life  and  Death  talked  on, 

Want  and  Sin  the  strife  encouraged ; 
Want  on  side  of  Death  engaged, 

And  Life  had  the  other  one. 


And  they  talked  of  Misery, 

Which  could  prove  the  greater  friend, 
Who  the  most  on  Love  attend, 

But  they  talked  most  bitterly, 

So  that  no  one  could  discover 

Wherein  either  one  did  love  her. 

VII. 

Death  began  the  theme  of  strife : — 
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There  is  comfort  in  the  grave. 

Eest  in  peace,  0  weary  wave, 
After  all  the  storms  of  life ! 
Hither  is  the  sufferer  borne, 
I  can  comfort  all  who  mourn. 


Where  the  worth  of  earthly  pleasure  ? 

Mirth  for  aye  begetteth  sorrow ; 
Life  may  lead  the  wanton  measure, 

But  to  me  belongs  the  morrow ; 
When  I  lift  my  hand  to  strike, 
Mirth  and  Woe  are  both  alike. 


Life  may  sing  the  songs  of  time, 

Ending  with  the  ending  hours ; 
Bowl  and  revel,  masque  and  mime, 

Ay !  Dance  forward  to  the  tomb! 
0  night- wearied!  homeward  come, 
Sleep  in  quiet  'neath  the  flowers; 
Slumber-sealed  in  quiet  lie, 
And  rot  into  Eternity. 
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See  this  pale  and  haggard  thing, 
Her  whom  men  call  Misery ; 

Long  enough  Life's  underling ; 

Ah;  that  she  might  sleep  with  me, 

And  released  from  Life  and  Sin, 

Her  first  hour  of  joy  begin!' 


Life  broke  in,  "  What  joy  in  thee, 

Monarch  of  the  fleshless  skull ! 
Say  that  Pain  hath  rather  glee 

When  the  nobler  senses  dull. 
Wonder-fashioned  bone  on  bone, 
Time-decaying  one  by  one ; 

Ah,  the  utter  misery  ! 

Thine  the  only  jubilee. 


Tell  the  secrets  of  thy  home, 

Say,  deceiver,  is  there  quiet 
When  the  ghouls  and  vampires  come 
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'Mong  dead  carcases  to  riot? 
Happy  ravage  charnel-fed ! 
All  the  while  what  dream  the  dead  ? 


Sweet  is  Death  to  those  who  weep, 

None  to  hate  and  none  to  love  them, 

Couched  in  arms  of  endless  sleep, 

While  the  grasses  wave  above  them? 

O'er  the  slumberer  dreams  are  stealing, 

And  the  Dead  know  Death's  own  feeling. 


Oh !  to  feel  and  all  alone ; 

Sympathy,  however  rude, 
Banished  from  that  solitude ; 

Untold  horror  and  unknown ! 

Woe  shrieks  up  the  hollow  chasm; 

On  the  brink  the  violets  blossom. 


Life  may  play  a  losing  game, 
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Love  betray  and  pleasure  cloy ; 
Better  sorrow,  if  the  name 

Of  Death  be  synonyme  of  joy; 
Anarch,  who  clasps  hands  with  thee 
Mocketh  his  own  misery. 


Death  replied,. — And  if  to  live 
Be  so  sweet  to  Misery, 

Why  doth  she  so  seldom  give 
Ear  to  thy  philosophy  ? 

Why  so  oft,  outliving  faith, 

Seek  to  leap  the  gulphs  of  Death? 


Leave  the  carcase  to  the  worms, 

Death  unbars  the  gates  of  Time, 

And  beyond  a  sea  of  storms 

Sits  the  soul  and  reigns  sublime, 

There,  from  sin  and  sorrow  free, 

High-throned  in  tranquillity. 
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Or  she  scales  the  bounds  of  light, 
Infant  'wisdom  wombed  warm; 

Kens  the  intenser  ray,  with  sight 
Undeterred  by  physic  form ; 

Walks  in  being  undismayed, 

And  so  leaps  from  grade  to  grade. 


"  All  the  while  what  dream  the  dead?" 
Now  but  on  the  rising  ground, 

How  the  light  gleams  overhead 

And  the  rays  spread  all  around ; 

Angel-wings  are  plumed  with  fire, 

Mounting  on  the  strong  desire. 


Who  shall  scale  the  topmost  height  ? 

Planets  wheeling  towards  their  sun. 
Who  shall  stay  the  unending  flight  ? 

Hath  it  even  yet  begun  ? 
God  still  watcheth  overhead. — ■ 
Dost  thou  ask  what  dream  the  dead  ? 
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To  whom  Life, — Fallacious  dream  ! 

But  a  dream !  Mortality 
Bound  her  rotting  carcase  throws 
The  luminous  mist,  and  falsely  glows 
Life-splendour ;  so  might  Death  beseem 

Life  changed  to  Immortality. 
Bevel  in  thy  bright  ideal, 
But  for  me  the  brighter  real ! 

XXII. 

What  though  in  this  world  of  change 
Life  at  intervals  may  falter, 

Havoc  can  but  idly  range, 

A  God  with  no  abiding  alter, 

Hither  thither ;  only  mine 

Is  the  everlasting  shrine. 

xxm. 

Thine  the  prey  but  mine  the  reign  ; 

All  things  moulder  at  thy  touch  ; 
Systems,  Empires  on  the  wane, 

The  great  anarch  conquers  such ; 
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But  methinks  that  all  their  glory 
Cometh  of  the  living  story. 


Thine  the  prey  but  mine  the  feast ; 

Be  the  charnel  table  spread, 
Let  Death  revel  like  a  beast 

Upon  festering  hand  and  head  ; 
But  the  festal  song  is  o'er, 
The  blood- wine  was  drained  before. 

xxv. 

Hath  the  song  a  touch  of  woe  ? 

Then  prolong  the  mournful  measure ; 
When  grief  can  no  further  go, 

Grief  itself  is  other  pleasure  ; 
Who  take  grief  to  habit  with  them 
Know  the  sweetness  of  the  rhythm. 

XXVI. 

Life  the  labourer  buildeth  high 

Palace,  tower  and  temple-fane, 

Even  the  tomb  her  workmanship. 
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Many  a  freighted  argosy- 
Sends  she  o'er  the  mighty  main ; 
While,  with  hand  upon  his  hip, 
Death  indulges  jeer  and  jest, 
Knowing  whose  shall  be  the  rest. 


XXVII. 

Mark  the  peopled  city  reach 

Hands  of  commerce  to  the  sea ! 

Dost  thou  count  some  faces  bleach 
'Neath  the  hand  of  poverty '? 

Poverty  but  lives  by  stealth, 

Taking  mimic  guise  of  wealth. 


Mid  the  moving  politics 

Plenty  grows  and  wants  decrease. 
Who  can  in  a  moment  fix 

The  broad  pedestal  of  ease '? 
Time  the  game  from  Heaven  hath  won, 
And  slow  Progress  laboureth  on. 
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Truth  from  failure  gathers  strength. 

And  all  men  shall  equal  be, 
When  the  human  mind  at  length, 

In  the  light  of  knowledge  free, 
Flings  all  dogmas  to  the  wind, 
All  the  edicts  of  the  schools, 
Soars  superior  to  all  rules 
Save  the  rule  of  Human-kind, 
Priest  and  Prince  o'erthrown  and  Man 
Crowned  the  great  Eepublican. — 


"Mine  the  dream  Immortal,''  then 
Death  replied,  but  Mortal  thine, 

This  of  the  great  Citizen 

Man  uplift  to  the  Divine, 

This  the  dream  of  all  the  ages, 

Mocker  of  the  wisest  sages. 


XXXI. 

Doth  slow  Progress  labour  on  ? 
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Ask  it  of  the  Memphian  sphynx  ! 
Of  the  glory  Egypt  won, 

Who  shall  all  the^eattered  links 
Gather  up  ?  Is  grandeur  gained  ? 
There  a  greater  grandeur  waned. 


XXXII. 

Not  till  Isis  come  again 

Shall  Osirian  might  be  seen, 
Not  till  then  the  puny  brain 

Grow  to  what  it  once  hath  been, 
Be  the  fruit  in  reach,  and  then, 
Luscious  feast  for  Death  again. 


Where  is  wealth  there  robbers  lurk ; 

Who  the  thief?  and  whither  went 
All  the  enginry  at  work 

To  rear  Pharoah's  monument  V 
Whose  the  skilful  head  and  hand  ? 
Or  were  there  giants  in  the  land  ? 
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XXXIV. 


Hath  then  Misery  rest  with  Time  '? 

Doth  she  grow  a  fairer  jade  ? 
How  a  little  pungent  rhyme 

Proves  Life  all  a  retrograde  ! 
Down  the  spheres  of  Life  men  fall, 
In  Death  they  rise  if  rise  at  all. 


The  great  Empires  that  are  gone 
Save  from  Life's  romantic  tale, 

Was  their  glory  real  ?  or  won 

But  for  after-manhood's  bale  ? 

All  the  sins  to  glory  wed, 

For  the  sinners  they  are  dead  ? 


"  That  great  liar  History" 

Dips  her  pencil  in  soft  hues 
Of  poetic  mystery, 
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And  a  golden  splendour  throws 
Bound  the  guilty  Past.     I'faith 
The  truest  glory  comes  of  Death. 


Through  the  ages  Life  is  one, 

Pre-ordained  child  of  Doom  ; 

Life  in  ages  that  are  gone 

Is  the  Life  of  years  to  come  ; 

And  the  years  roll,  one  by  one, 

Down  the  deep  oblivion. 


One  farce  acted  o'er  again, 

And,  within  the  motley  rout, 

Do  the  little  broods  of  men 

Play  their  antic  motions  out, 

Acting,  acting  evermore, 

The  tragic  farce  of  rich  and  poor. 

xxxix. 

And  the  world  is  moved  by  lies, 
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For  the  diplomatic  art 
In  politics,  and  peirny-wise 

Emotion  in  the  truckling  mart, 
Promotion  in  the  church,  the  school, 
The  army, — Man  lives  by  such  rule. 


Thou  and  I,  while  Earth  is  rolled 

Along,  true  sister  and  true  brother, 

Will  our  ceaseless  revels  hold. 

And  will  compensate  each  other, 

For  whatever  loss  may  be 

At  the  expense  of  Misery. 


XLI. 

So  they  ceased  their  colloquy. — 
Want  and  Sin  are  sitting  still 

In  the  home  of  Misery, 

Prompting  her  almost  at  will ; 

But  she  deems  a  day  must  come, 

When  she  will  rent  another  home. 

G 
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Life  and  Death  are  watching  by 

Each  other's  revels,  day  by  day ; 

But  their  poor  philosophy 

Is  bounded  by  a  frame  of  clay  ; 

Eeligion  higher  truths  can  teach 

Than  any  in  their  logic  reach, 

And  the  philosophy  of  Heaven 
Lieth  in  a  soul  forgiven. 


G    '1 


Igriral  Enb  0%r  f0ems- 


LITTLE     MARY. 

Little  Mary,  dream-eyed  Mary, 
Mary  'with  her  mother  dear 

Dwelt  within  a  mountain  cottage, 
By  the  banks  of  Windermere. 

Many  a  strange  and  subtile  fancy 
Oft  that  little  maid  beguiled  ; 

Thoughts  that  are  but  seldom  blended 
With  the  dreamings  of  the  child. 

Youthful  Age  sat  on  her  forehead, 

Clustered  round  with  many  a  curl ; 

In  her  blue  eyes  joyful  sadness 

Floated.     Dream-eyed  little  girl  ! 
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Village  people,  as  she  passed  them, 

All  looked  grave  and  shook  the  head  ; 

But  the  maiden  smiled  upon  them, 
Went  her  way  and  wondered. 

The  Old  Wind,  as  oft  he  saw  her, 

Kist  her,  played  with  each  fair  curl 

Thought  she  was  a  mountain  spirit 
Not  a  little  wandering  girl. 

But  of  all  her  happy  rambles, 

That  which  mostly  pleased  the  child 

Was  to  roam  to  Stock  Ghyll  Water, 
And  to  list  his  music  wild. 

On  the  air  her  song  would  tremble, 
Like  an  arrow's  silver  stir ; 

There  she  warbled  to  the  torrent, 
And  the  torrent  sang  to  her. 

Gazing  at  the  gloom  beneath  her, 
She  would  stand  upon  the  brink 

Of  the  dark  abyss,  and  listen 

To  the  torrent's  voice  and  think. 
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Oft  her  little  heart  would  beat 

One, — two, — and  three  against  her  side ; 
And  she  clapt  her  hands,  and  laught 

"  Ha,  ha !  I  am  the  torrent's  bride !" 

Listening  then,  the  more  intently, 

To  the  hoarse  and  rugged  tone  ; 
She  would  wonder,  why  the  waters 

Ever  thus  kept  rolling  down  ? 

So  one  summer  morning  dreaming, 

Heart  wild  beating  'gainst  her  side 

Came  the  Spirit  of  the  Waters, 

Kist  her,  claimed  her  for  his  bride. 

Nevermore  within  the  cottage 

By  the  mere  was  seen  the  child, 
For  the  Torrent-Spirit  took  her 
In  her  own  sweet  dream  beguiled. 

But  at  midnight,  when  the  rolling 
Waters  murmur  wild  and  hoarse, 

Then  they  say  two  spirits  wander 

'Mong  the  rocks  of  Stock  Ghyll  Force. 
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On  the  air  a  song  comes  trembling, 
Like  a  little  streamlet's  stir  ; 

And  she  sings  unto  the  torrent, 
And  the  torrent  sings  to  her. 


PHILIP    AEMITAGE. 

Here  let  me  pause,  beside  this  well-worn  stile  ! 

How  dear  and  how  familiar  is  the  scene  ! 

The  vale,  where  yon  sequestered  homestead  peeps, 

Through  the  surrounding  poplars,  with  its  roof 

Of  thatch  and  smoke  upourling ;  yon  blue  stream 

Slowly  meandering  underneath  the  hills, 

Whose  slopes,  all  golden  with  the  waving  wheat, 

Gleam  in  the  sunshine  !  and  that  neighbouring  wood, 

Where,  in  my  youth  with  Philip  Armitage, 

It  was  my  wont  to  roam  intent  on  sport. — 

Poor  Philip !  though  twelve  years  have  passed  away, 

And  each,  how  like  an  age  of  strange  event ! 

Since  here  with  thee  I  parted,  nevermore 

To  meet  among  the  ways  of  men,  it  seems 

As  fresh  within  the  memory,  as  'twere 

A  tale  of  yesterday.     The  fields,  the  hills, 

The  stream  the  same ;  the  very  clouds  of  heaven 


106  PHILIP    AKMITAGE. 

Seeming  to  wear  the  shapes  they  wore  that  day ; 
And  but  for  here  and  there  a  streak  of  grey 
Amid  these  locks  that  tells  of  waning  years, 
And  but  for  this  sad  burden  at  my  heart, 
Fruit  of  a  life  of  sorrows,  and  but  thit 
I  miss  thy  hearty,  hale  companionship, 
Thou  best  of  friends,  so  all  in  all  the  same 
Do  all  things  round  me  here  an  aspect  wear, 
I  might  persuade  myself  that  all  the  Past 
Was  but  a  dream  and  that  I  still  am  young. 

Ah !  then  of  all  the  farmers  round  was  none 
Prosperous  and  blythe  as  Philip  Armitage ; 
Then  none  had  richer  crops  or  richer  herds  ; 
Was  none  so  envied ;  none  respected  more ; 
And  none  could  boast  a  sweeter,  happier  home. 
Oh !  then  thy  Jane,  about  the  household  ways, 
Did  move  like  some  presiding  fay,  as  e'er, 
When  mealtime  came  and  warned  thee  home,  she  met 
Thy  footsteps  at  the  door,  and  welcomed  thee 
With  brightest  smile.     And  in  the  winter  nights, 
When  winds  blew  loud  and  snow  was  on  the  ground, 
How  often,  muffled  in  my  warmest  cloak, 
Whistling  defiance  to  the  wind  and  weather, 
I've  crost  these  hills,  and  yonder  bridge,  and  gained 
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Thy  door,  and  seated  soon  beside  the  hearth, 
While  Jane  brought  out  the  pipes  and  broached  the  ale, 
Indulged  in  pleasant  chat,  a  thousand  jests 
And  merry  quips  between  us  passing  there  ! 

Ay !  those  were  pleasant  nights  ;   and  when  the 
months 
Brought  round  the  merry  Yule-tide,  at  thy  board, 
That  groaned  with  goodliest  festive  Christmas  fare, 
The  neighbouring  farmers  sat  assembled  round,  ' 
While  the  roof  rang  with  laughter,  merrily 
Eepeating  tales  of  mirth,  or  else  discussed 
The  game,  or  wrangled  over  themes  of  state, 
Or  took  to  task  our  rulers'  policy, 
Talking  of  manufactures  and  free  trade, 
Whilst  thou,  a  very  king  within  thy  home, 
Delightedly  beheld' st  their  mirth,  thyself 
A  sun  of  cheerfulness  diffusing  life, 
Contentment,  pleasure,  happiness  to  all. 

Thou  ever  hadst  a  generous  heart,  too  free 
And  unsuspicious  for  this  evil  world, 
Where  knavery  besets  on  every  hand 
The  kind  warm-hearted  man ;  and  when  besought, 
Alas  in  an  ill  hour  for  thee  !  to  stand 
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Security  for  one  whom  well  thou  lov'dst, 
Thy  brother's  eldest  son,  with  eager  hand, 
Undreaming  of  deception  and  imposture, 
Thou  gav'st  thy  bond  for  twice  five  hundred  pounds. 
I  feared  the  issue,  warned  thee  that  one  day 
Thou  wouldst  repent  thy  kindness.     By  thy  own 
Clear  truthful  conscience  didst  thou  judge  of  others, 
And  gaily  saidst  that  not  another  man 
More  honest,  upright  and  fair  dealing  lived, 
Than  Marmaduke  thy  nephew. 

Scarce  a  year 
Had  flown,  ere  ruin  stared  thee  in  the  face. 
Thy  villain  kinsman  fled  his  creditors, 
Bankrupt  in  fortune  and  in  character, 
And  left  to  thee  and  other  of  his  friends 
A  legacy  of  debt.     On  thee  the  worst 
The  heavy  hand  of  this  misfortune  fell. 
Thy  farm,  thy  crops,  thy  household  goods,  thy  all 
Were  sold  to  liquidate  the  bond.     And  here 
I  met  thee  last  and  breathed  a  sad  adieu, 
Ere  with  thy  wife  and  infant  son  thou  left'st     • 
The  pleasant  fields,  that  hitherto  had  known 
Thy  fostering  care,  to  seek  another  home 
And  a  new  fortune  o'er  the  distant  sea. 
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And  tliou  art  gone  !  a  better  braver  friend 
Ne'er  clasped  a  hand  in  mine.     Within  my  breast 
The  tender  memory  of  thy  worth  is  prized, 
And  shall  be  cherished  ever  till  I  die. 
Prolific  fount  of  dreams  of  other  days, 
The  dear  delightful  morning-time  of  life 
Recalled,  reshaped  in  retrospective  hour. 
Poor  Philip  Armitage  !  thy  wife,  thy  child 
Both  died  upon  the  voyage,  leaving  thee 
To  pray  for  Heaven's  forgiveness  on  the  head 
Of  that  false-hearted  nephew,  who  abused 
Thy  confidence  and  laid  thy  life  in  ruins. 
A  broken  hearted  man  thou  stepp'dst  on  shore, 
And  welcome  Death  soon  laid  his  hand  upon  thee 
In  that  Australian  clime.     There  stranger  hands 
Hollowed  thy  narrow  grave  and  piled  the  sod 
Above  thine  ashes.     Eest,  dear  friend,  in  peace  ! 
Would  God  I  too  were  lying  in  my  grave, 
No  longer  as  I  am  a  friendless  man, 
In  the  declining  autumn  of  my  days 
Grief -worn  and  desolate.     A  mournful  joy 
It  yields  me  to  recall  the  buried  years, 
And  dream  of  days  that  never  can  return. 
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The  golden  sunbeams  glistened  in  the  stream, 

The  golden  wavelets  danced  around  the  prow, 

I  watched  the  bark  that  bore  thee,  like  a  dream 
Fade  on  the  view  and  in  the  distance  grow 
Dim  and  more  dim ;  and  then  the  sudden  flow 

Of  feeling  whelmed  the  soul,  and  idly  blown 

Across  the  fields  of  Time  came,  sweeping  slow, 

The  happy  memories  of  the  days  agone, 

When  thou  wert  with  me ;  Ah,  how  sad  to  be  alone  ! 

For  thou  art  gone  away  ;  and  wild  and  strange 
The  thought  of  absence  clingeth  close  in  pain, 

And  the  smooth  tide  of  life  doth  turn  and  change, 
Kolled  like  a  river  upward  from  the  main  : 
Dark  shadows  haunt  the  chamber  of  the  brain, 

Wild  dreams  intrude  upon  my  lonely  rest, 
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For  thou  art  gone  away  ;  Come  back  again, 
Oh  child  of  light !  and  shelter  in  my  breast ; 
Come  back  to  love  and  me,  thou  brightest  and  thou 

best ! 

Last  night  I  thought  I  saw  thee  in  my  sleep, 

Thine  eye  drooped  languid  with  the  touch  of  Woe, 
Thy  cheek  was  prest  to  mine  and  thou  didst  weep, 

I  heard  thee  speak,  "  No,  no,  thou  must  not  go  ! 

"  A  little  longer  linger  here  below  ; 
A  little  longer  linger,  live  and  love ; 

A  little  longer  dally  with  the  foe  ; 
Oh  stay  !  suspend  awhile  thy  flight  above  ; 
And  shelter  still  thine  own,  thy  bosom's  nestling  dove !" 

'Twas  but  a  dream,  for  thou  art  far  away. 

Oh,  would  that  I  were  there,  or  thou  wert  here  ! 
That  I  might  dote  upon  thine  eyes,  or  play 

With  thy  luxuriant  hair,  and  feel  thee  near  : 

Oh !  that  I  might  embrace  thee,  and  the  dear 
Impetuous  love  pour  out  in  eager  kiss 

Upon  thy  lips !  Vain  hope,  that  doth  appear 
Too  like  a  mockery  of  the  void  that  is ! 
Come  back,  come  back  again,  and  crown  the  cup  of 
bliss ! 


THE     POET'S    DREAM. 

In  the  land  of  dream, 

Where  sunlit  stream 
Plashes  and  ripples  through  faery  glade, 

Where  dances  light  wave 

In  coral  cave, 
The  Poet's  enchanted  bower  is  made. 

He  giveth  no  heed 

To  the  care  and  greed 
That  stifle  the  spirit  and  heart  of  man, 

Whose  royal  treasures 

And  dainty  pleasures 
Are  upheaped  in  fanes  empyrean. 

In  the  ear  of  Morn, 
By  Zephyr  upborne, 
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He  scuds  the  waves  of  the  viewless  air, 

Like  a  bird  that  upsprings 

On  lightsome  wings, 
And  scatters  sweet  melodies  every  where. 

Or  he  trills  his  song, 

As  he  drives  along 
Eeclined  on  the  breast  of  a  noonday  cloud, 

While  the  sprayey  showers, 

Like  falling  flowers, 
Fling  their  fresh  crystalline  coolness  abroad. 

Till  he  gains  the  spot, 

The  hollow  grot, 
Where  the  gay  little  fairies  with  welcome  await, 

His  brow  to  crown, 

And  to  give  him  a  throne 
In  a  little  faery  island  state. 

In  every  thing 

A  native  king, 
He  reigns  supreme  in  his  princely  hall, 

'Mong  his  courtiers  laughs, 

And  revels  and  quaffs 
Rich  nectar  at  Faery  festival. 

H 
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And  all  day  long, 

Wild  measures  of  song, 
And  echoes  of  magic  minstrelsy 

Enchant  the  dell 

Where  his  sounding  shell 
Is  high  uphung  on  the  beechen  tree. 

And  he  woos  his  loves 

In  the  dim  dream-groves, 
Where  the  great  oaks  spread  their  branching  screens, 

And  many  a  day 

He  wiles  away 
In  flattery  of  his  Faery  Queens. 

But  his  wildest  joy 

Is  when  on  high 
Great  Night  her  plumes  in  darkness  dips, 

Oh  deep  are  his  blisses, 

And  dear  as  the  kisses 
That  nestling  lie  on  Urania's  lips. 

From  star  to  star 
He  roams  afar 
And  feeds  his  spirit  with  visions  sublime, 
The  fair  ideals 
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That  Night  reveals, 
Bright  with  the  heauty  of  all  Time. 

Then  do  not  deem 

That  the  Poet's  dream 
Is  an  inspiration  vainly  given  ; 

From  our  Father  ahove 

It  is  missioned  in  love,— 
Mid  the  sorrows  of  Earth,  a  glimmer  of  heaven. 

For  midst  the  care 

That  shrouds  this  sphere 
Of  dearth,  and  darkness,  and  sorrow  and  sin, 

The  poet  sings 

Of  happier  things, 
And  lets  a  beam  of  beauty  in. 
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Sweet  song  to  sorrow  give  no  more 
Thy  gentle  fancies ;  let  thy  lay 
Inspire  its  ancient  life,  and  play 

With  joy,  as  in  the  days  before 

j 

A  touch  of  scorn  thy  love  confused, 

And  drave  him  back  within  thy  heart, 
There  with  closed  doors  to  dwell  apart, 

And  sicken  of  his  trust  abused ! 

For  now  the  sorrowing  shadow  drops 
His  brooding  wings  and  fades  away, 
Fades  melted  by  the  morning  ray, 

Like  mist  that  sweeps  the  mountain  tops. 
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Oil  clasp  again  thy  joy,  sweet  lay ! 

And  hymn  thy  love,  while  over  all, 
The  sunlight  spreads  his  golden  pall, 

And  paves  with  light  the  path  of  Day. 

The  happy  shroud  infolding  Woe, 

Woe  that  too  long  usurped  the  breast 
Of  Love's  dominion  ;  let  her  rest, 

And  dig  the  grave,  and  lay  her  low  ! 

To  Love  belongs  the  all  golden  time, 

Wild  Love,  that  in  his  earliest  youth 
Seemed  traitor  wearing  mask  of  truth, 

But  now,  grown  up  to  sober  prime, 

A  child  no  longer  flinging  dust 

Before  the  winds  to  blind  his  eyes, 
But  made  through  sad  Experience  wise, 

Hath  learnt  the  truth  that  lies  in  trust. 


So  overspread  the  farthest  view, 

Bright  sun !  and  shine  on  all  around ; 
Light  up  the  prospect  without  bound, 

And  gladden  all  the  unclouded  blue ! 
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Bright  herald  of  another  clime, 
That  lightest  up  the  darkened  Earth, 
And  comest,  like  an  angel- visitant, 
Whispering  of  Heaven. 

Hail  Hope  to  thee  !     Thy  praise  I  hymn. 
Celestial  Hope,  that  bringest  down 
Assurance  of  a  sweet  untroubled  realm, 
Where  storms  are  not. 

Here  all  is  dark,  and  wild,  and  waste, 
Involved  in  shadows  of  deep  gloom, 
And  nowhere  can  the  soul  a  refuge  find 
From  grief  and  pain. 
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Here  finds  she  but  a  frozen  zone, 
Where  brightest  buds  are  earliest  nipt, 
And  Disappointment  like  the  winter  wind 
Dispels  our  dreams. 

All  is  unsafe,  uncertain,  void, 
Behind,  before  is  darkness  all, 
Death  is  on  earth  the  only  certain  thing, 
And  Life  a  dream. 

A  phantom-bark  upon  the  deep, 
The  boisterous  deep,  and  tempest-driven, 
That  knows  not  whitherward  she  drifts,  withoul 
Pilot  or  chart. 

Here  all  is  sorrow,  grief,  and  guilt ; 
This  world's  a  theatre  of  sin, 
And  men  the  mimic  actors,  who  play  out 
Their  tragic  parts. 

And  man  is  set  at  strife  with  man, 
And  deadly  passions  urge  us  on 
To  slay,  deceive,  to  slander  and  betray, 
And  murder  trust. 
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Then,  like  the  leaves,  we  fall  and  rot, 
And  friend  and  foe  meet  common  doom, 
Go  to  the  grave  to  feed  the  insatiate  worm, 
Among  the  dead. 

And  were  this  all  the  end  of  life, 
How  vain  a  thing  and  mean  were  man  ! 
Our  only  portion  here  were  life  and  tears, 
Despair  and  Death ! 

All  hail,  Divine,  Celestial  Hope  ! 
We  are  not  wholly  heirs  of  Death  ; 
For  the  Immortal  spirit  cannot  die  ; 
Life  is  no  dream. 

The  gateway  of  another  world, 
The  path  that  leads  to  Hell  or  Heaven. 
The  trial  that  preludes  a  future  life 
Of  bale  or  bliss. 

"We  voyage  not  without  a  chart, 
The  everlasting  Word  of  God 
Is  given  to  guide,  o'er  the  tempestuous  sea, 
To  sheltering  haven. 
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They  who  refuse  their  course  to  steer 
According  to  the  light  vouchsafed, 
'Tis  true,  find  harbour  none,  but  meet  a  fate 
Fur  worse  than  Death. 

But  he  who,  trusting,  takes  the  Word, 
And  shapes  the  tenor  of  his  life 
Thereby,  with  Faith  calmly  reposed  in  God, 
Shall  ne'er  be  lost. 

Nor  e'er  shall  Death  be  victor  hero. 
The  Christian  triumphs  o'er  the  grave, 
The  heir  of  Immortality,  he  hath 
A  home  in  Heaven. 

Hail  Heavenly  Hope  !  How  oft  have  I, 
When,  like  a  driven  vessel,  tost 
Upon  the  torrent  of  the  foaming  flood, 
Beheld  thee  near. 

Above  all  Disappointment,  thou 
Hast  been  a  bright  and  beacon  star, 
Shining  upon  the  mariner's  dark  night 
With  gladdening  beam. 
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Men  have  deceived  me,  Fortune  frowned, 
My  noblest  dreams  oft  flown  afar, 
Friends  nave  proved  false,  and  dear  ones  ceased  to  love, 
Thou  hast  not  failed. 

Sweet  seraph  art  thou  from  above, 
Eadiant  with  light  and  love  from  Heaven, 
Calling  the  gladsome  sunshine  out  of  shade, 
Morn  out  of  night. 

In  sorrow  I  have  turned  away 
From  Earth's  vain  dreams  and  earthly  joys. 
And  thou  hast  higher  joy  and  bliss  revealed, 
Making  Earth  Heaven. 

Bringing  far  rapture  from  the  skies, 
Transport  and  blessedness  untold, 
Fair  with  the  promise  of  undying  day 
In  yon  high  world. 

That  world  where  sighing  is  unknown, 
Where  grief  and  sin  may  ne'er  intrud 
Where  ransomed  spirits  everlastingly 
Eejoicc  in  God. 
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No  falsehood  there,  no  touch  of  scorn, 
No  blighting  hatred  or  deceit, 
N  or  friend  is  ever  torn  from  bosom  friend 
By  cold  mistrust. 

Thither,  sweet  Hope,  dost  thou  direct 
My  thought,  and  earthly  things  grow  mean, 
The  pleasure,  treasure,  fame  that  Earth  can  give, 
How  brief,  how  vain  ! 

I  cast  them  from  me  as  base  coin, 
Trampling  on  fortune,  fame,  and  power, 
Dreams  that,  like  wantons,  lure  but  to  betray; 
I  trust  in  God.  ^ 

In  Him  whose  word  betrayeth  not, 
Whose  promise  to  His  Own  is  pledged 
Of  an  inheritance  and  home  above, 
That  cannot  fade. 

Mid  all  vicissitudes  of  life, 
Dear  Word  of  God  I  take  but  thee 
For  guidance,  on  the  wild  tempestuous  main, 
Still  undismayed. 
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And  I  have  heard,  or  seemed  to  hear, 
Echoes  of  choral  harmonies 
Awoke  from  harps  by  angel  fingers  touched, 
Prophetic  strains. 

The  glory,  wonder,  heavenly  dream 
And  blissful  ecstasy  have  been 
Oft  mine.     Vain  World  !     It  hath  no  charms  for  me 
Whom  God  hath  called. 

Called  to  partake  of  those  delights, 
That  the  redeemed  ones  share  in  Heaven, 
Even  here  I  have  a  foretaste  of  that  land 
Through  thee,  loved  Hope. 

Hope,  that  hast  ever  stood  me  true 
In  every  change,  in  every  loss, 
In  darkness,  storm  and  danger,  thou  hast  been 
My  Comforter. 

Still  hast  thou  been  with  ready  hand 
Bounteous  in  blessings,  ever  near, 
Allaying,  in  the  dear  Redeemer's  name, 
The  troubled  waves. 


ODE    TO    HOPE. 


125 


Inspired  by  thee,  I  have  looked  up 
In  Prayer,  beyond  my  mortal  zone, 
To  Him  who  watches  all  things,  and  descried 
My  Father  there. 

Oh  never  leave  me  glorious  Hope  ! 
Whatever  ills  beset  me  here, 
Until  I  gain  possession  of  that  land, 
My  hope  fulfilled ! 
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It  was  the  holy  Sabbath  eventide, 
And  we  were  standing  near  the  bridge.     There  came 
A  sound  of  rushing  waters,  where  the  river 
Eolled  down  against  the  arches  of  the  bridge ; 
The  sweet  half-moon  was  smiling  in  the  sky 
Through  her  thin  twilight  veil  upon  us,  like 
The  Queen  of  Love  and  of  love-spells  herself; 
A  light  spring  wind  swept  by  us,  and  ran  down 
To  bathe  amid  the  waters ;  and  my  heart 
Fluttering  within  me  even  as  that  wind, 
Beat  high  against  my  breast,  and  all  my  brain 
Swelled  with  the  thronging  thoughts ;  and  then  and 

there, 
In  accents  faltering  with  the  excess  of  feeling, 
I  whispered  unto  thee  of  all  my  love. 
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0  happy  hour !  Parent  of  sweet  delight ! 
Not  yet  two  little  weeks  have  intervened, 
But  oh  !  what  store  of  love  hath  been  revealed 
To  thee  and  me  !  What  moments  they  have  given 
Of  blessedness  ;  rapt  moments  !  when  the  heart 
The  tranced  heart  hung,  like  a  wave  suspended 
Before  the  coming  of  the  breeze,  upon 
The  magic  utterance  of  a  murmured  thought, 
Yielding  an  immortality  of  Love. 
What  golden  promise  showered  of  the  years 
To  come,  the  years  that  Love  himself  hath  dowered 
For  thee  and  me ;  years  that  whate'er  they  bring 
Of  joy  or  sadness,  shall  but  crown  affection, 
Unchanged  affection,  and  unchangeable ! 
Oh  large  delight,  all  lesser  joys  eclipsing ! 
Oh  Love,  that  overmeasures  every  sorrow ! 

Sorrow !  wild  word !  that  bears  within  its  breath 
The  unwritten  history  of  my  early  days ; 
0  Sorrow,  wherefore  wilt  thou  now  intrude, 
Eecalling  all  the  bitter  tale  of  wrong, 
Wrong  long  forgiven,  and  well-nigh  forgotten  ? 
Thou  bring' st  back  recollections,  that  have  now 
No  answering  echo  in  the  breast  of  Love ; 
Dim  ghosts  of  buried  years,  that  speak  alone 
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Of  sighs  breathed  forth  upon  a  barren  waste, 
Large  love  bestowed  upon  a  barren  heart 
And  vows  that  have  been  broken.     Oh !  not  now 
Can  Memory  linger  o'er  the  tearful  page ! 
For  Hope  hath  kindled  up  a  nobler  love, 
And  Love  hath  lighted  on  a  costlier  heart, 
Yea,  Love  hath  grown  to  greater  than  before ; 
In  Emma's  glance  are  all  my  griefs  forgotten. 

And  thou  too,  dearest,  thou  hast  had  thy  sorrows, 
And  thy  young  morn  of  life  hath  been  o'erclouded, 
Ay !  even  as  mine  own.     But  all  the  gloom 
Hath  flown,  as  midnight  flies  the  approach  of  Dawn, 
And  the  new-morning  bursts  upon  our  way. 
0  give  thy  heart  without  reserve  to  Love  ! 
Be  Love  the  primate  o'er  the  passing  hours, 
The  sovereign  priest  of  all  the  Coming  years, 
Oh  Emma  !  let  us  love  and  trust  each  other ! 

Yet,  dearest,  if  in  pensive  mood  perchance, 
With  eyesight  cast  far  back  upon  the  Past, 
When  heavier  thought  weighs  down  the  brain,  and 

twines 
Too  sadly  round  the  heart,  some  flying  shade, 
Some  sad  remembrance  of  an  ancient  grief 
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Disturb  the  fountains  of  thy  breast  and  send 
The  light  tear  trickling  down,  oh !  I  will  soothe 
Thy  heart  with  love,  and  kiss  the  sorrow  off 
Thy  cheek,  and  bring  the  light  thought  back  again ! 
Ah  dearest!  for  that  we  so  love  each  other, 
No  lasting  shade  shall  gather  round  our  years. 

The  bark  of  Love  with  silver-shining  sails, 
Outspread,  and  wafted  by  the  favoring  breeze, 
Glides  gently  down  the  stream  with  thee  and  me. 
Smooth  are  the  smiling  waters  and  therein 
Our  shadows  are  reflected  like  a  dream. 
To  us  the  real  and  the  ideal  are  one. 
We  still  press  forward  to  the  nobler  life, 
Where  Duty  broadens,  and  the  stream  appears 
To  swell  in  grander  currents  and  roll  down 
In  deeper  beauty  mingling  with  the  main. — 
So,  let  us  voyage  to  the  shores  of  Heaven ! 

Mttrrh.  1S54. 


VESPEES. 

Softly  the  shades  of  Eve  came  floating  down, 
O'er  farm  and  field,  hamlet  and  village  spire, 
And,  sweet  embowered  among  the  listening  limes 
The  bird  of  night  filled  all  the  tranciid  air 
With  music  ;  in  the  pauses  of  his  song 
The  distant  curfew-chime  a  chorus  pealed ; 
As  by  the  margin  of  that  dear  loved  stream, 
By  which  we  oft  have  wandered  forth  delighting 
Our  hearts  with  love,  we  rambled,  earnestly 
Talking  .of  happy  days,  past  and  to  come, 
Gazing  far  forth  upon  the  glorious  sky 
Lit  up  with  orange  sunset  in  the  West, 
While  in  the  East  the  pale  moon  glimmered  fair, 
And  seemed  to  smile  upon  my  love  and  me. 
i  2 
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O  happy  hour  !  Source  of  deep  ecstasy  ! 
That  seemed  to  lift  the  liberated  soul 
Beyond  the  reach  of  Earth  and  Earth's  vain  cares, 
Transported  to  a  Paradise  of  Love, 
Where  not  one  carting  thought  in  evil  guise 
Intruded  on  the  heavenly  harmony 
Of  grand  emotions,  noble  aspirations, 
Kaptures  ineffable,  like  shapes  of  life 
And  light  that  seemed  to  throng  the  atmosphere ; — 
0  holy,  deep  dissolving  harmony ! 
If  ever  here  on  earth  the  human  soul, 
Forgetful  of  the  perishable  clay, 
And  lost  in  Him  whose  highest  name  is  Love, 
Obtained  a  glimpse  of  those  far  worlds  above, 
Where  Bliss  hath  made  an  Everlasting  home, 
Such  glimpse  of  Heaven  were  mine  at  that  fond  hour, 
That  blessed  twilight  hour  beside  the  stream. 

How  smoothly  hath  the  current  of  my  days 
Glided  along,  with  many  a  costly  dream 
And  fair  imagination  freighted,  since, 
0  thou,  of  women  bravest !     I  have  known  thee. 
Ah  peerless  one !     To  me  thy  love  hath  been 
Surpassing  worldly  wealth  and  praise  of  men, 
And  if,  by  high  ambition  fired,  I  yet 
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Have  toiled  for  fame  and  that  bright  laureate  wreath 

That  crowns  the  victor  in  the  paths  of  Art, 

Stealing  a  brief  while  from  thee,  'twas  for  thee 

And  for  thy  sake,  that  round  thy  darling  brow 

That  wreath  I  might  entwine,  and  hand  thy  name, 

And  the  fair  memory  of  the  unclouded  love 

We  bear  each  other,  down  the  avenues 

Of  the  long  Future  ;  that  in  after  years, 

When  Earth  shall  have  cast  off  the  glittering  toys 

That  now  she  wears,  and  Men  shall  all  be  noble,        ' 

And  the  millenium  dawn  shall  break  in  beauty, 

And  Jesus  for  a  thousand  years  on  Earth 

Shall  reign,  dear  lovers  like  ourselves  may  read, 

How  we  twain  lived  and  loved,  and  love  the  more. 

My  wife  !  In  that  one  name  the  sum  of  all 
This  world's  delights  lies  clasped,  like  orient  wealth 
Of  gems  within  a  casket.     Oftentime, 
Whene'er  the  shafts  of  envy  and  the  malice 
Of  worldly  men  within  this  sensitive, 
Too  sensitive  breast,  have  woke  a  pang  of  sorrow, 
For  solace  have  I  flown  to.  thy  embrace 
And  in  the  azure  heaven  of  thy  deep  eyes 
Have  gazed,  and  lost  my  every  sense  of  grief, 
Soothed  by  thine  affluent  glances,  richer  far 
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Than  miser  hoards,  orbs  where  the  light  of  love 
Shines  ever  with  undying  lustres  fraught. 

Blessed  be  God,  who,  unto  me  hath  given 
So  genial  a  companion !  What,  though  Age 
Shall  furrow  that  smooth  brow,  he  cannot  rob 
Therefrom  the  seal  of  high  intelligence, 
And  though  he  dim  thine  eyes,  he  cannot  dim 
The  lustre  of  the  love  that  havens  there. 
We  shall  grow  old  together.     Hand  in  hand, 
Shttuld  life  be  spared  us,  we  will  take  our  way 
Even  as  now,  and  our  old  hearts  shall  then, 
Even  as  our  young  hearts  now,  be  one  in  love. 
And  oh !  when  Death  shall  come,  as  come  he  will, 
.Impartial  Death  that  comes  alike  to  all, 
His  hand  shall  lightly  fall  on  us ;  a  friend, 
An  angel  sent  from  God,  we  will  receive  him, 
Eevealer  of  a  brighter  Eden  yet, 
Where  we  shall  live  and  love  for  evermore, 
And  dwell  in  glory  in  our  Master's  kingdom. 


CHILDHOOD'S    HAPPY     DAYS. 

How  dear  it  is  to  dream  again 

Of  days  long  gone  before, 
With  tender  memory  to  retrace 

The  paths  I  trod  of  yore  ; 
To  roam  in  fancy  through  the  scenes, 

Along  the  fair  green  ways, 
Where  once  I  roamed  a  careless  hoy, 

In  Childhood's  happy  days. 

Light  was  my  heart  and  joyous  then, 
And  sweet  was  all  around, 

Fond  recollection  brings  to  mind 
Each  lovely  spot  of  ground ; 
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The  smiling  fields,  the  sunny  skies, 

The  lark's  loud  matin  lays  ; 
Oh !  how  I  loved  all  simple  things, 

In  Childhood's  happy  days  !  i 

The  friends  who  shared  my  boyish  pranks, 

Who  answered  to  my  call, 
Whose  hearts  like  mine  were  blythe  and  gay, 

Well  I  remember  all. 
Alas  !  for  boyhood's  bliss  is  brief, 

And  boyish  love  decays, 
And  these  are  gone,  and  with  them,  all 

My  Childhood's  happy  daysv 

Some  in  the  heavy  march  of  life 

Have  fainted  by  the  way, 
And  some  o'er  wide  Atlantic  seas, 

In  other  regions  stray ; 
And  one,  the  friend  I  prized  the  best, 

Is  torn  from  my  embrace, 
By  fancied  wrong,  that  chilled  the  love 

Of  Childhood's  happy  days. 

And  now  the  tall  grim  houses  stand 
Where  I  was  wont  to  rove  : 
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Long  lines  of  street  usurp  the  scenes 
I  loved,  and  still  do  love ; 

No  more,  upon  the  pastures  green, 
The  sheep  and  cattle  graze, 

Nor  sings  the  lark  where  once  he  sang, 
In  Childhood's  happy  days. 

I  wander  through  the  suburb  lone, 

Where  meadows  were  of  old ; 
The  sweets  of  Nature  all  are  flown 

Before  the  greed  of  gold  : 
But  still  the  blessed  memory  lives, 

And  still  I  love  to  gaze, 
As  through  a  purple  haze  of  dream 

On  Childhood's  happy  days. 


SONG. 

To  and  fro,  the  lilies  blow, 

With  a  lazy  murmur  ; 
And  the  burr-bees  come  and  go 

Hiving  sweets  of  summer ; 
Yet  amid  the  pleasant  time 

Grief  thrusts  in  a  splinter ; 
Autumn  evenings  come  and  go, 

Leading  up  the  Winter. 

Heigho,  to  and  fro, 

(Would  I  might  dissemble !) 
Like  a  wave  doth  come  and  go 

My  heart  with  sudden  tremble. 
And  I  cannot  but  be  glad, 

Oh  poor  heart  of  folly ! 
Love  is  bosom-friend  of  Woe, 

And  spouse  of  Melancholy. 


UNDER    THE     GARDEN-BOUGH. 

i, 

Under  the  garden-bough, 

In  the  blue  summer-weather, 
While  the  birds  were  singing  their  songs  of  love, 
And  the  broad  sun  at  noon  rode  proudly  above, 

We  sat  together, 
Earnestly  silent,  we  scarce  knew  why, 
Though  the  love  in  the  glance  of  either  eye 
That  glistened,  or  breathed  in  the  deep-drawn  sigh, 
Might  have  answered  us  why  so  silently, 

All  in  the  blue  summer  weather, 

We  sat  together 
Under  the  garden-bough. 
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rr. 
Under  the  garden-bough, 

In  the  blue  summer-weather, 
While  the  burr-bee  flew  from  flower  to  flower, 
Humming  and  joying  the  livelong  hour, 

We  sat  together : 
And  our  hearts  were  full  of  a  joy  unspoken, 
For  still  the  silence  was  unbroken, 
And  thy  hand  in  mine  was  laid  for  token 
Of  all  the  love  that  was  unspoken  ; 

But  ere  we  left  we  vowed  a  vow, 
To  love  for  evermore,  as  now 
Under  the  garden-bough. 

in. 
Under  the  garden-bough. — 

Ah,  pledges  are  too  idly  spoken  ! 
Our  hearts  grow  cold  with  the  flight  of  the  hours, 
And  the  flowers  of  Love  are  but  fading  flowers, 

And  vows  are  often  broken. 
Alone  I  sit  and  sigh  and  moan, 
As  I  think  of  the  days  for  ever  gone, 
Flown  like  birds  of  the  summer  flown, 
And  their  glories  fallen  like  the  Autumn  leaves  strewn, 
All  shred  from  the  garden-bough. 
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Alone,  alone,  and  where  art  thou  ? 
Ah,  idle  pledge  and  broken  vow ! 
I  know  thee  false  and  faithless  now. 
Bereft  of  love,  of  hope  bereft, 
Oh!  what  to  me  in  life  is  left, 

But  memory,  tears  and  sorrow  ? 
A  friendless  man  to  weep  and  sigh, 

To  weep  and  vainly  borrow, 
From  the  dear  days  of  youth  gone  by, 
Bemembrance  of  the  love  that  I 

In  kisses  sealed  upon  thy  brow, 
Under  the  garden-bough. 


RESURGAM. 

i. 

It  is  the  noon  of  night  ; 
The  firmament  is  overflowed  with  stars  ; 

The  moon  is  up ;  and  Light 
Peers  out,  like  a  sad  captive  through  his  bars, 

Upon  the  darkness  round. 
Deep  silence  broodeth  over  field  and  wood ; 

All  heaven  and  earth  seem  bound, 
Throbbing  asleep  in  lap  of  Solitude. 

Yet,  but  a  little  space, 
This  sleep  of  Nature  will  be  overworn  ; 

And  we  shall  watch,  apace, 
Returning  Day  mount  up  the  gates  of  Morn; 
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Bearing  vicissitude 
To  men ;  with  novel  thought  and  purpose  rife  ; 

Stirring  the  boundless  brood 
Of  tilings ;    and  quickening  Nature  into  life. 


There  is  a  midnight,  yet, 
That  bears  a  deeper  silence  in  its  breath, 

When  human  hearts  forget 
To  throb  with  hope  and  fear,  the  Night  of  Death. 

A  vague  and  solemn  hour, 
When  Darkness  gathers  up  the  skirts  of  Gloom, 

Infolds  the  mortal  flower, 
And  bears  it  withered  to  the  lap  of  Doom. 


And  shall  it  then  re-live, 
Odour  and  blossom  in  a  brighter  day  ? 

The  spirit  still  survive, 
When  outward  leaves  of  life  are  blown  away  V 

Frail  heart  of  flesh  have  Faith, 
Nor  deem  the  spirit's  golden  visions  vain ! 

Though  dark  the  night  of  Death, 
Briylit  is  the  morrow-morn,  and  thou  shaltrisc  again  ! 


WHILE    THOU    AKT    BY    MY    SIDE. 

i. 
The  dreams  of  youth  are  flown  away, 

The  idols  of  my  early  years, 
And  eager  hopes  that  once  burned  bright 

Have  long  been  quenched  in  tears ; 
Flowers  that  have  withered  neath  my  touch, 

Too  fair  and  lovely  to  abide ; 
But  still,  the  path  of  life  is  sweet, 

While  thou  art  by  my  side. 


ii. 

And  friends  that  erst  I  loved  are  dead, 
Are  dead  or  else  grown  cold  to  me, 

The  friends  who  joined  my  boyish  sports, 
Who  shared  my  childish  glee. 
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And  some  have  long  departed  hence, 
Across  the  ocean  wild  and  wide ; 

Yet  life  is  very  dear  to  me, 

"While  thou  art  by  my  side. 


And  bitter  disappointment  oft 

Hath  met  my  high  and  cherished  aim ; 
And  idle  proved  the  ardent  strife 

Of  the  young  heart  for  fame; 
And  many  a  sorrow  have  I  known, 

Much  have  I  been  to  Grief  allied  ; 
Yet  Life  hath  many  blisses  left, 

While  thou  art  by  my  side. 

IV. 

Oft,  when  the  malice  of  the  world 

Hath  made  the  unbidden  tear  to  start 
Within  mine  eyes,  and  envious  tongues 

Have  pained  this  throbbing  heart, 
To  thee  for  comfort  have  I  turned, 

For  consolation  ne'er  denied  ; 
A  blessed  thing  is  life  to  me, 

While  thou  art  by  my  side. 
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V. 

My  gentle  wife !  So  envious  Time 

But  leave  me  thine  affection  still, 
Methinks  my  bosom  well  can  bear 

The  weight  of  every  ill ; 
For  dear  to  me  thou  art,  as  dear 

As  when  thou  first  becamest  a  bride  ; 
And  Life  hath  many  an  Eden  glow, 

While  thou  art  by  my  side. 


ODE    TO    GENIUS. 

Spirit  that  soarest  heavenward,  on  rapt  wings, 

Winning  wild  music  from  Apollo's  lyre ; 
And,  from  the  scanty  urn  of  common  things, 

Awakenest  many  a  flame  of  high  desire 
To  burn  within  the  bosom  of  mankind, 

Transmuting  by  thy  magic  touch  to  gold 

Whate'er  thy  hands  embrace!  Weird  Alchemist, 
That,  on  the  loftiest  pinnacle  of  Mind, 

Hast  made  thy  sovran  dwelling  from  of  old, 
Through  all  the  Ages  !    0  thou  dimly  guess'd 
And  strange  enchanter  of  these  regions  dim, 
Light  of  our  mental  night,  to  thee  this  tribute  hymn ! 

Hail  Genius,  thou. that  sittest  like  a  star 

Ensphered  amid  the  firmament  of  Time ; 
Thou  Beauty  robed  in  Night ;  though  near,  yet  far 
k2 
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Away,  illimitable  and  sublime. 
Dear  angel  in  our  desolation  given, 

To  walk  with,  man  tbis  weary  wilderness, 
And  make  tbe  desert  blossom  like  tbe  rose ; 
Yet  still  dost  seem  to  scud  thy  native  beaven, 
Apparelled  in  no  eartb-enwoven  dress ; 

Thine  are  no  mortal  joys,  no  mortal  woes, 
And  tbougb  tbou  dost  unveil  thy  glorious  brow, 
Thou  still  art  strange  amongst  us !  What  art  Tbou  ? 

And  whence  tbe  power  to  work  thy  wondrous  will, 

And  make  a  garden  of  the  desolate  wild, 
And  tbe  warm  blooms  to  burst  from  winter  chill, 
And  in  the  man's  heart  to  rewake  the  child  ? 
Oh,  true  life-giver  and  fine-dreamer,  thou ! 

A  word  of  thine,  and  a  new  world  uprises, 
And  faery  forms  to  life  and  beauty  start ; 
And    gorgeous    landscapes   bright    with   splendour 
show? 
And   visioned   wonders,    fraught   with   strange 
surprises, 
Henceforth  immortal  in  the  bowers  of  Art, 
Are  fashioned  out  by  thine  impulsive  thought ! 
From  what  far  realm  unknown,  by  what  wild  witchery 
brought  ? 
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Thou  hast  thy  favorites  'mong  the  sons  of  men. 

Capricious  archimage !  Oh !  why  on  some 
Hast  thou  bestowed  the  high  and  gifted  ken, 

While  to  the  rest  thou  still  remainest  dumb, 
And  thy  bright  book  is  as  a  volume  sealed  V 

Thou  passest  by  the  palaces  of  kings, 

And  seekest  out  the  dwellings  of  the  poor  ; 
To  lowly  men  thou  hast  thyself  revealed  ; 

In  humble  homestead  fair  illuminings, 

Like  gleams  of  light  from  some  enchanted  shore 
Hast  wakened ;  and  the  glory  and  the  bliss 
To  peasants,  not  to  princes,  given.     0  why  is  this  ? 

Yea,  thou  dost  love  to  seek  the  homes  of  sorrow, 

And  men  whose  portion  here  is  grief  and  scorn ; 
And  even  I  would  deem  I  sometimes  borrow 

Thy  glittering  vestments,  and  that  beams  of  Morn, 
By  thee  awoke,  amid  my  darkness  shine, — 
Oft  in  lush  clover  covert  have  I  drowsed, 

And  dreamed  of  thee,  and  half  forgot  my  woe ; 
Have  seemed  to  share  tlry  bounteous  breath  divine, 
And  heart  to  heart  to  be  to  thee  espoused, 
And  far  beyond  the  skirts  of  self  to  go ; 
Oh  am  I  thine  ?  My  very  senses  swim, 
Dreaming  that  thou  dcru  sprite  art  breathing  in  my 
hj'mn ! 


CHEEISHED     SCENES. 

How  sweet  to  walk  at  Eventime, 

Amid  the  gathering  shades, 
And  listen  while  the  curfew's  chime 

Comes  softened  o'er  the  meads  ; 
The  flowers  with  fragrance  fill  the  air, 

The  breeze  floats  blythe  and  free, 
And  murmuring  on,  by  farm  and  copse, 

Glides  down  the  silver  Lea. 


Full  oft,  in  boyhood's  careless  hours, 

On  Summer  afternoon, 
I've  rambled  forth  to  pluck  the  flowers 

With  playmates  on  the  down  ; 
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Or  else,  upon  the  winding  stream, 
Have  shouted  wild  with  glee, 

As  lightly  danced  our  boat  along 
The  waters  of  the  Lea. 


Nor  less  these  scenes  their  influence  lent 

To  Youth's  bewitching  dream, 
How  often,  then,  my  steps  were  bent 

To  seek  the  favorite  stream, 
With  her  I  loved,  at  eve,  while  sang 

The  night-bird  in  the  tree, 
And  there  our  vows  of  love  we  told, 

In  hearing  of  the  Lea. 


And  still  at  summer  eve  we  rove 

Through  this  familiar  scene, 
As  once  we  roved,  and  tell  our  love, 

Our  love  unchanged  as  then ; 
An  angel  sure  in  woman  form 

Hath  dwelt  and  walked  with  me, 
Since  first  at  eve  we  strolled  beside 

The  margin  of  the  Lea. 
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Oil !  when  at  length  the  dear  life  given, 

Our  Father  shall  demand, 
And  Death  shall  lead  our  spirits  forth 

To  join  the  angel-band ; 
Then  let  our  forms  together  laid 

In  village  churchyard  be, 
In  some  sweet,  sheltered,  summer  nook, 

Beside  the  silver  Lea. 


UNCERTAINTY. 

We  are  girt  about  with  shadow; 

Nothing  here  is  sure  ; 
Sunshine  o'er  the  greenest  meadow, 

Passing  clouds  obscure ; 
Fairest  night  brings  foulest  morrow ; 
Joy  is  prelude  oft  to  sorrow. 

Falsehood  dwells  in  fairest  feature  ; 

Lies  are  glossed  with  art ; 
Truth  oft  weareth  roughest  nature. 

"Who  can  read  the  heart  ? — 
That  we  see,  is  only  seeming ; 
That  we  do,  we  are  but  dreaming. 
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Life  and  Death  are  strangely  mingled  ; — 

Blossoms  hide  the  grave ; — 
Each  from  each  can  scarce  be  singled, 

They  such  likeness  have  ; 
Life  to  Death  is  ever  giving  ; 
Dying  seemeth  truest  living. 

When  the  wind  is  sweetest  blowing, 

Plague  is  in  its  breath. 
Wisest  sages  have  no  knowing 

Of  the  lore  of  Death  ; 
That  great  ken,  the  deepest  hidden, 
Cometh  to  us  oft  unbidden. 

Yet,  are  lights  of  Heaven  blending 

With  the  shades  of  Earth  ; 
Death  is  evermore  ascending 

To  the  gates  of  Birth ; 
Faith  can  peer  beneath  the  curtain  ; 
The  uncertain  is  made  certain. 


ON    THE    WAVES. 

It  is  midnight  on  the  waters,  and  our  boat  is  dancing 

free 
On   the   waves,   that    murmur    music    of    a   magic 

minstrelsy  ; 

Melodies  that  stir  the  spirit  with  emotions  strange  and 

wild; 
Par  off  echoes,  by  the  hand  of  Time,  from  angel  harps 

beguiled. 

And  the   heavens   above   us    bending,    swathed   in 

splendour,  starred  with  light, 
Stand  revealed,  arrayed  in  all  the  mystic  glory  of  the 

Night, 
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Everlasting  mirror  of  the  Onmipresent's   beauteous 

face, 
He  who  holds  in  arms  of  love  the  slumbering  world 

in  soft  embrace. 


Dreams  come  stealing  o'er  the  mind,  and  fair  imagina- 
tions throng 

The  brain,  and  smite  the  chords  of  life,  and  wake  the 
heart  to  utter  song. 


Dies  away  each  doubtful  mood,  and  every  memory 
of  ill, 

Worldly  care,  and  hateful  passion ;  and  the  soul  sub- 
dued and  still, 


Gazes  on  the  glorious  midnight,  with  a  reverential  eye, 
On  the  white  moon-crested   waters,   on    the    star- 
illumined  sky ; 


Lost  in  awe  and  adoration  of  the  Parent  Soul  above, 
Melted  into  tears  of  bliss,  and  modulated  into  Love. 


I'll)  ON    THE    WAVES. 

Lay  thy  head  upon  my  breast,  and  let  me  clasp  thy  hand 

in  mine, 
And  drink  in  the  mighty  raptures  of  this  moment's 

bliss  divine. 

Idly  shall  our  oars  repose,  and  we  will  rest  upon  the 

wave, 
While  to  Love's  sweet  sway  each  heart  be  rendered  a 

devoted  slave. 

Love  alone  is  lord  of  life ;  'tis  love  alone  can  reign 

by  right, 
Though  his  rule  be  disregarded,  though  the  world  his 

sceptre  slight ; 

Fettered  close  in  chains  of  custom,  iron  bondage  of  the 

heart, 
Grovelling  in  base  Mammon-worship,  slavery  of  the 

shop  and  mart. 

Yet  is  Love  a  regal  spirit,  and  in  loving  hearts  like 

our's, 
He  hath  many  affluent  kingdoms,  palaces,  and  royal 

bowers, 
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Kingly  homes,  where  oft  in  state,  he  at  the  luscious 

banquet  sips 
Richest  nectar,  hived  in  kisses  upon  tender  lover's 

lips. 

Oh  thou  dear  large-hearted  woman,  truest  lover,  fondest 

wife ! 
'Tis  not  for  us  on  gilded  trinkets  of  the  world  to  lavish 

life. 

In  affection,  costliest  bowers  of  bliss  for  thee  and  me 

abide, 
Happy  in  a  straw-roofed  cot,  if  still  found  at  each 

other's  side. 

What !  a  tear  is  in  thine  eye !    I  know  thy  yet  un- 

uttered  thought, 
"  Fairest   skies  are   often   clouded,  sweetest    fancies 

blotted  out. 

Years  that  from  the  Future  glisten,  now  so  seeming 

bright  and  fair, 
May  to  thee  and  me  bring  only  storms  of  sorrow  and 

despair. 
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In  this  killing  crush  of  life  the  tenderest  hearts  are 

bruised  the  most, 
And  the  visions  of  the  noble  ones  of  earth  are  ever 

crost. 

And  I  shudder  with  vague  terror  at  the   evil   that 

may  be. 
Ah !  how  brief  are  all  our  dreams !  For  Death  must 

come  to  thee  and  me. 

Death  that  brooks  no  keen  remonstrance,  Death  that 

heeds  no  poet's  song, 
Cruel  to  all  kind  entreaty,  slays  the  gifted,  slays  the 

strong ; 

Bears  the  soaring  sons  of  genius  first  away ;  when 

thou  art  gone, 
Where  will  be  the  dear  delight,  the  promise  and  the 

vision  ? — Flown. 

Yet  I  would  not  damp  thine  ardour,  but  the  memory 

of  the  Past 
Haunts  me,  like  a  gloomy  vapour,  by  the  future  years 

forecast ; 
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And  beneath  the  glittering  -vestments  of  the  golden 

days  to  come, 
Seems  to  lurk  some  pregnant  horror,  some  grim  spectre 

of  the  tomb  ! — 


Calm  thy  troublous  fancies,  dearest!   and  shake  off 

this  aching  dread, 
And  gaze  upward  at  the  glorious  midnight  firmament 

o'erhead. 

We  must  die  thou  sayest,  but,  far  beyond  those  orbs 

that  shine  so  bright, 
Love  hath  built  him  up  a  city,  radiant  with  undying 

light. 

There  his  undecaying  realm  is  set,  and  spirits  of  the 
free, 

Through  the  gates  of  Death,  pass  thither,  to  love  ever- 
lastingly. 

And  there  thou  and  I  shall  wander,  clothed  in  radiance 

warm  and  white, 
Amid  isles  of  beauty  lying  in  an  ocean  of  delight. 


160  ON    TUB   WAVES. 

There  no  shade  of  sorrow  darkens,  thither  comes  no 
touch  of  gloom  ; 

Fields  of  endless  green  and  gardens  glowing  with  im- 
mortal bloom, 

Bask  for  ever  in  the  sunshine  of  our  God's  benignant 

ray, 
Blossoming  all  o'er  with  flowers  of  love,  through  one 

eternal  day. 

There  the  malice  of  the  world  can  never  reach,  nor 

envy  pain 
The  child  of  genius  more,  nor  torture  the  o'erwrought 

and  throbbing  brain ; 

There  the  poet's  Heaven  is  made ;  and,  in  that  at- 
mosphere of  bliss 

Sympathising  seraphs  smite  their  harps,  and  join  their 
songs  to  his. 

Ah  !  thy  tears  are  dry,  and  in  the  lustre  of  thy  liquid 

look 
Mirrored  shines  my  hope,  as  skies  are  mirrored  in  a 

limpid  brook. 
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Let  whatever  may  befal  us,  we  will  cherish  still  our 

love, 
Knowing  we  are  still  beholden  unto  Him  who  reigns 

above. 


Let  the  Past  with  all  its  sorrows  only  bind  us  more 

and  more 
Heart  to  heart,  and   waken   mightier  faith  in  Him 

whom  we  adore. 


He  who  framed  yon  glorious  heavens,  set  in  motion 

yonder  spheres, 
Spread  the  mighty  deep,   and   holds   the   sovereign 

sceptre  of  the  years. 

Orders  all  things  well ;  and  He  hath  set  his  promise 

in  the  sky ; 
We  will  trust  Him,  though  the  Future  yield  us  sorrows 

never  dry. 

Though  our  highest  hopes  betray  us,  and  our  happiest 

dreams  deceive, 
God  is  Love  to  all  Eternity,  and  we  will  still  believe ! 
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Still,  while  life  shall  round  us  linger,  our  harmonious 

lives  shall  make 
Music,  like  these  midnight  waters,  living  for  each 

other's  sake ; 

With  our  hope   in   Heaven,  our   faces   ever   turned 

towards  the  sky, 
We  will  wander,  singing  onward,  linked   together, 

Thou  and  I. 


r-2 


THE     RUIN. 

The  grey  and  mouldering  -walls  bespeak 

The  desolation  of  the  place  ; 
Of  all  its  lords  not  one  remains, 

The  latest  scion  of  his  race. 
Like  a  grim  giant  o'er  the  waste, 

It  frowns  forsaken,  wild  and  lone ; 
A  wreck  and  ruin  of  the  past, 

A  spectre  of  the  ages  gone. 


Where  once  the  feudal  banner  streamed 
And  proudly  waved  to  every  wind 

Dank  weeds  and  creeping  mosses  grow 
With  trailing  ivy  intertwined  ; 
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No  trace  of  field,  or  garden  green, 

Or  summer  bower  these  realms  confess ; 

Kemains  alone,  where  these  have  been, 
A  bleak  and  howling  wilderness. 


For  leagues  around  no  dwelling  near, 

No  human  footprint  marks  the  spot, 
The  beast  neglects  to  covert  here, 

Alike  of  man  and  beast  forgot; 
And  save  alone  to  birds  of  prey, 

Of  life  the  region  yields  no  breath ; 
It  stands  the  dwelling  of  dismay, 

Amid  the  solitude  of  Death. 


The  waters  of  a  sluggish  moat 

The  crumbling  castle-keep  surround, 
Exhaling  moist  and  fetid  dews 

That  poison  all  the  air  around. 
There  noxious  plants  nod  o'er  the  pool 

And  quiver  to  the  deadly  breeze, 
That  wings  its  pestilential  flight 

And  sighs  amid  the  naked  trees. 
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In  that  deserted  hall,  no  more 

The  stern  grim  feudal  chieftain  reigns ; 
No  more,  above  the  oaken  door, 

Blush  the  virmillion  blazoned  panes ; 
No  more,  in  chaste  and  curtained  room, 

Her  dream  of  love  the  maiden  weaves  ; 
The  place  is  silent  as  a  tomb, 

Save  to  the  rustling  ivy  leaves. 


But  when  the  shuddering  winds  at  night 

Shriek  out  and  day  is  gone  to  rest, 
And  with  a  strange  unearthly  light 

The  red  moon  glimmers  through  the  mist, 
The  raven  croaks  her  dismal  song, 

The  screech  owl  wakes  his  wild  reply, 
And  'neath  the  hideous  heaven  a  throng 

Of  ghastly  shapes  comes  floating  by. 


Where  once  the  stalwart  portal  frowned, 

Through  the  dismantled  arch  they  stream 

And  crowd  the  roofless  hall ;  around 
The  rude  unhallowed  torches  beam. 
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Up,  from  their  cliarnel  tomes  they  come 
To  riot  in  this  house  of  Woe  ; — 

These  are  the  dead,  and  this  the  tomb 
Of  the  Old  Time,  long,  long  ago. 


Again  the  festive  lustres  shine, 

The  spectre  baron  lifts  on  high 
The  golden  goblet  brimmed  with  wine ; 

The  spectre  guests  make  loud  reply  ; 
Their  hollow  laughter  o'er  the  waste 

Resounds  with  revel  as  before, 
A  dismal  echo  of  the  Past, 

That  lacks  the  life  and  glee  of  yore. 


Alas  !  for  Time  can  ne'er  restore 

These  relics  of  a  vanished  year, 
Life,  Power,  are  flown  for  evermore, 

And  Death  alone  is  monarch  here. 
Mere  shadow  of  what  once  hath  been 

A  pride  and  glory  in  the  lands, 
Now  lone,  amid  the  barren  scene, 

The  grey  and  mouldering  ruin  stands. 


STANZAS. 


COMPOSED    TOR   THE    FIRST    PAGE    OF    A    LADY  S   ALBUM. 


Thy  Album,  and  can  verse  of  mine 

Still,  still  thy  heart  engage  ? 
And  shall  I  blot  with  words  of  woe 

The  yet  unspotted  page  ? 
Shall  the  first  note  be  one  of  grief, 

Prelude  of  happier  lays  ? 
Or  can  the  spirit  find  relief 

In  thoughts  of  earlier  days  ? 


Oh!  not  for  me,  the  joyous  spring 
Or  summer  hour  of  love, 

The  autumn  bird  is  on  the  wing, 
And  winter  droops  above; 
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A  cold  despair,  a  colder  awe, 
What  sky  may  laugh  apart, 

No  future  warmer  hour  can  thaw 
The  winter  at  my  heart. 


I  know  the  worst  and  I  can  bear, 

Rave,  rave  wild  homeless  sea ! 
The  ocean  hath  a  stormy  grief, 

But  dead  calm  rests  with  me. 
The  freightless  ship  can  mock  and  dare 

The  wildest  sea  and  wind ; 
Nor  any  grief  hath  power  to  tear 

The  energy  from  mind. 


The  Mind  is  ever  cold  and  strong, 

The  heart  is  weak  and  warm ; 
I  fling  away  this  heart  of  wrong 

To  perish  in  the  storm ; 
I  have  a  sterner  task  to  do 

Than  waste  my  life  on  tears, 
And  Mind  stands  victor  over  Love 

For  all  the  coming  years. 
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Cease  bitter  strain,  that  preludes  ill 

The  future  flowers  of  rhyme, 
That  this  fair  Album  will  adorn, — 

Such  thoughts  are  out  of  Time ; 
For  only  thoughts  ungenial  now 

My  fancy  may  engage ; 
Oh,  let  me  leave  to  other  bards 

To  write  the  happier  page ! 


THE   BIRTHDAY  THAT  WE   SPENT   BESIDE 
THE    SEA. 

It  was  a  bright  and  golden  August  morn ; 
There  was  no  wandering  cloud  to  fleck  the  blue 
And  silent  heaven  that  overhung  the  deep, 
"Where  many  a  stately  ship  at  anchor  lay ; 
The  Autumn  wind  sang  loud,  the  ocean  waves 
Crested  with  foam  were  plashing  on  the  shore, 
When  we  walked  forth  upon  the  pebbled  beach, 
On  that  sweet  birthday  spent  beside  the  sea. 

Far  to  the  right,  the  wide  green  waters  stretched 
On  to  the  dim  horizon's  utmost  verge ; 
And  on  the  marge  the  grasses  dancing  waved 
Like  feathered  plumes  ;  the  golden  fennel  flowers 
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And  purple  nettle  in  the  hollows  shone 
Beneath  the  cliff ;  and  here  and  there  we  caught 
A  distant  glimpse  of  cornfields  blythe  and  boon, 
Among  the  northern  hills ;  high  up  in  heaven 
The  bird  of  morn  warbled  a  jubilant  song, 
And  softly,  on  the  sympathetic  ear, 
Pealed  the  glad  music  of  the  village  bells, 
On  that  sweet  birthday  spent  beside  the  sea. 


A  troop  of  laughing-  children  on  the  sands, 

With  noise  of  shouting  and  of  clapping  hands, 

Startled  the  lonely  sea-birds  from  their  nests, 

That  screaming  flew  and  skimmed  the  crested  waves  ; 

No  other  sound  was  there  of  human  life, 

Save  the  clear  music  of  thy  whispered  speech ; 

Nature  and  God  had  made  a  holiday 

Of  that  sweet  birthday  spent  beside  the  sea. 


All  touch  of  care  was  banished  from  my  thought, 
That  seemed  to  chime  in  happy  unison 
With  all  things  round  ;  the  bitter  sense  of  pain 
And  wrong  and  sorrow  lay  subdued  and  still 
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Within  my  breast,  and  wholly  sanctified 
The  spirit  in  an  atmosphere  of  love 
Seemed  swathed,  in  sacred  harmony  with  God 
And  all  besides ;  and  sweet  emotions  thronged 
Mine  eager  brain,  woke  by  the  tender  glance, 
Winged  with  love,  from  out  thy  mild  blue  eye, 
That  spoke  most  eloquently  to  my  heart, 
On  that  sweet  birthday  spent  beside  the  sea. 


For  better  than  the  radiance  of  the  sun, 

And  sweeter  than  the  music  of  the  winds, 

And  deeper  than  the  unfathomable  main, 

And  holier  than  the  carol  of  the  lark, 

That  glance,  those  words  responsive  to  mine  own, 

That  gave  me  fond  assurance  of  thy  love  ; 

For  aye  to  tender  Memory  shall  be  dear, 

That  birthday  spent  with  thee  beside  the  sea. 


ISABEL. 

The  Autumn  leaves  are  pattering  to  the  ground, 
The  dank  dead  leaves  are  scattered  by  the  winds, 
Like  withered  human  hopes  are  blown  away. 

Isabel  ! 

The  last  red  Autumn  fruit  is  gathered  in, 
The  last  ripe  sheaf  is  stored  within  the  barn, 
A  mellow  music  trembles  at  my  heart, 

Isabel  ! 

Adieu  to  grief !  What  sorrow  now  can  vex 
The  bounding  pulses  that  awake  to  Love, 
Awake  to  Love  with  gladness  all  his  own, 

Isabel  ? 
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How  sweet  this  golden  Autumn  of  the  year  ! 
'Tis  Nature's  festival.     Sing  "  Harvest  Home." 
The  setting  sun  shall  gild  the  cup  of  love, 

Isabel  ! 

While  the  warm  vintage  sparkles  to  the  brim, 
The  grapes  in  purple  clusters  deck  the  board, 
Come  pledge  me,  and  enthrone  this  regal  love, 

Isabel  ! 

What  thoughts  are  hidden  in  those  deep  dark  eyes, 
That  in  their  lustres  dare  not  leap  to  light  ? 
Oh  !  trust  me  Autumn  is  but  other  Spring, 

Isabel  ! 

I  know  thy  heart  and  its  half  uttered  hymn, 

I  know  the  blushes  that  mount  up  thy  cheeks, 

So  bloom  the  roses  of  the  later  year, 

Isabel  ! 

Ah  !  but  the  Spring  played  wanton  with  the  flower, 
The  bud  expanded  to  the  tender  breeze  ; 
Alas  !  for  flown  'twas  but  an  idle  breath, 

Isabel  ! 
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Then  Summer  came,  and  on  the  honeyed  hours 
The  burr  bee  buzzing  like  another  breath, 
And  like  a  fickle  breath  took  wine  ag-ain, 

Isabel ! 

Oh !  I  have  suffered,  and  this  quiet  Eve 
Watching  the  sinking  sun  could  set  like  him. 
And  die,  a  leaf  of  Autumn,  but  for  thee 

Isabel  ! 

There  soothe  me,  darling,  with  that  tender  touch, 
I  know  its  truth  and  thy  sweet  constancy, 
This  hour  is  wealthier  than  whole  years  of  bliss, 

Isabel  ! 

My  Own!  My  Beautiful!  my  Loving  One! 
Oh,  what  a  hive  of  joy  is  on  thy  lips ! 
Ah,  what  were  life  or  fame  unshared  with  thee, 

Isabel  ! 
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Hush !  tread  ye  softly  round  the  monarch's  bed, 

Nor  break  the  twilight  stillness  of  the  place ; 
Make  smooth  the  pillow  underneath  his  head, 
And  shade  the  light  from  falling  on  his  face. 
Calmly  in  his  slumber  lying, 

Lo !  how  grand  is  his  repose  ! 
Life  is  drawing  to  its  close ; 
The  Old  Year  is  dying. 


Glorious  hath  been  the  sunshine  of  his  day, 
The  mightiest  of  the  monarchs  of  his  line, 

He  hath  grown  grey  while  kings  have  owned  his  sway, 
But,  ah !  his  glories  fade,  his  days  decline  ! 


Written  as  a  Companion-Ode  to  Mr.  Frederick  Tennyson's  "  Birth  of  the 

Year." 


THE  DEPARTURE  OF  THE  YEAR.         177 

No  longer  can  lie  give  command 
Or  take  revenge  upon  his  foes  ; 
For  his  sword  of  empire  goes 

To  grace  another  hand. 


in. 
Amid  the  hottest  carnage  he  hath  stood, 

Exulting  in  his  strength  ;  and  far  and  wide 
Hath  spread  his  conquering  legions  gorged  with  blood ; 
And  Victory  hath  been  with  him  like  a  bride  : 
'Mong  the  mountains  of  the  South, 

He  hath  heard  the  trumpets  blown, 
And  the  muffled  thunders  groan 
From  the  cannon's  mouth. 


IV. 

His  face  is  bronzed  and  seamed  with  many  scars ; 

Come,  gently  bind  the  laurel  round  his  brow ! 
The  bearded  victor  in  a  hundred  wars, 
His  day  of  victory  is  over  now. 

Ne'er  more  will  he  watch  the  breeze 
Wave  his  gonfalons  in  air, 
Or  waft  his  mighty  ships  of  war 
To  plough  the  surging  seas. 

M 
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V. 

Dear  too  hath,  been  his  measure  of  delight, 

The  mirth,  the  laughter  and  the  festive  glee ; 
He  hath  prolonged  through  many  a  jovial  night 
Mixed  sounds  of  music  and  wild  revelry  ; 
Throned  in  state  in  bannered  hall 
He  hath  raised  the  cup  in  air, 
Drank  the  praise  of  Love  and  War, 
Then  let  the  chalice  fall. 

VI. 

And  oftentimes  hath  he  laid  by  his  power 

And  owned  the  tenderer  power  of  woman's  charms, 
Hath  drowsed  and  fallen  asleep  in  Beauty's  bower, 
And  bade  adieu  to  care  in  Beauty's  arms ; 
Known  his  sterner  thought's  eclipse, 
In  the  light  of  Woman's  eyes  ; 
Doated  on  her  smiles  and  sighs, 
And  hung  upon  her  lips. 

VII. 

Alas  !  his  sterner  and  his  tenderer  mind 

Are  closing  both  for  ever  to  us  all ; 
Midnight  is  near,  the  taper  sinks,  the  wind 

Shrieks  like  a  mourner  wailing  round  a  pall. 

m  2 
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Bring  the  shroud,  bind  up  his  head ! 

The  pulse  of  life  hath  ceased  to  beat. 

Let  the  new  monarch  mount  his  seat ; 
For  the  Old  Year  is  dead. 


TOIL. 

There's  work  for  all  in  this  great  world  of  ours, 

There's  work  for  me  and  you ; 
Else  wherefore  these  divinely  gifted  powers  ? 

We  live  that  we  may  do. 

Doing,  a  man  asserts  his  right  for  living  ; 

Life  passeth  like  the  cloud ; 
As  the  swift  cloud  gives  showers,  so  be  thou  giving 

To  give,  thou  wert  endowed. 

To  give  thy  time,  thy  talents  and  thy  labour 

To  serve  the  general  good ; 
Each  oweth  unto  each,  neighbour  to  neighbour; 

God  made  us  of  one  blood. 
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He  never  meant  his  creature  to  dwell  idle, 

Letting  no  seed-grain  fall, 
Upon  his  hands  and  lips  and  brain  a  bridle, 

Enjoying,  reaping  all. 

If  thou  wouldst  reap  the  harvest,  thou  must  scatter 

The  seed  broadcast  around  ; 
To  idle  hand  pertains  the  empty  platter 

And  the  unfruitful  ground. 

Toil  is  the  very  life  and  pulse  of  Nature, 

The  burden  of  her  speech ; 
The  fairest  and  the  finest  of  her  blossoms 

Are  ever  out  of  reach  : 

To  be  obtained  alone  by  patient  labour ; 

Toil  is  the  charter  of  our  life ; 
The  idler  has  no  title  to  existence, 

And  sickens  in  the  strife. 

Oh  !  not  in  vain  and  vague  and  sinful  dreaming 

Is  Life's  high  aim  fulfilled ; 
The  Earth  is  ready  for  thee,  Light  is  beaming, 

Go  dig.  and  mine,  and  build. 
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And  uproot  and  destroy,  for  it  is  needed, 

The  falsehood  and  the  wrong ; 
And  bravely,  brother,  let  the  field  be  weeded, 

So  shall  the  wheat  rise  strong. 

Then  up,  and  act,  and  do  thy  Maker's  bidding, 

Nor  thine  own  burden  shurk ; 
Nor  longer  let  thy  talents  slumber  hidden : 

But  set  to  work ! 


ITALY. 

i. 

Can  the  soul  of  Freedom  die  '? 
Awake  and  answer  Italy  ! 

Ah !  she  lieth  wrapt  in  sleep, 
Couched  in  dreams,  nor  doth  she  keep 
Any  thought  of  yesterday, 
Nor  what  morrow-morning  may 
Call  to  life  :    she  will  not  wake, 
Unconscious  of  the  deadly  snake 
That  winds  around  her  glowing  limbs, 
And  holds  her  in  his  slimy  twine, 
Mingling  with  the  breath  divine, 
His  own  foul  essence,  while  the  screams 
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Of  vultures  overhead  forefend 

The  sleeper's  doom,  and  wildly  rend 

The  chambers  of  the  startled  air, 

Above  her,  yet  unheard,  dread  hymns 

To  the  great  king  of  Evil.     And  no  prayer 

Ascendeth  to  the  doors  of  Heaven, 

From  any  loving  sister  or  fond  brother, 

In  intercession  for  the  early  mother 

Of  life  and  liberty.     It  seems 

As  though  all  friendly  love  were  driven 

From  kinsmen's  thoughts.     There  let  her  lie, 

In  endless  swoon,  great  Italy  ! 

ii. 
Can  the  soul  of  Freedom  die  ? 
Lie  still !  lie  still !  great  Italy  ! 

Come  spirits  born  of  death-bell  knolls, 
Come  vampires  and  midnight  ghouls, 
And  charnel  spectres  hither  come, 
And  bear  the  body  to  the  tomb. 
Softly  bear  her,  gently  tread, 
Lest  ye  might  wake  the  lovely  dead. 
Was  ever  seen  so  fair  a  wreck  ? 
Fetch  flowers  the  Mother's  bier  to  deck. 
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It  is  not  meet  to  leave  her  thus 
Without  some  final  offering, 
But  do  not  bring 
The  flowers  of  spring 
For  fear  of  her  awakening. 
Bring  the  waving  cypress  boughs, 
Bring  the  hemlock  from  the  glade, 
And  blossoms  of  the  dull  night-shade 
That  scatter  opiates  from  their  breath, 
Bring  all  the  dismal  flowers  of  Death, 
And  twine  for  her  a  mourning  wreath. 

ni. 

Can  the  soul  of  Freedom  die  ? 
Mourn,  oh!  mourn  for  Italy  ! 

While  the  bell  is  sadly  tolling, 
Sisters  and  brothers  are  condoling, 
Praying  Heaven  the  dead  to  shrive 
The  dead  they  prayed  not  for  alive. 
So  oft  weep  the  crocodiles, 
Tears  merrier  by  far  than  smiles. 
Now  the  vultures  are  caressed ; 
The  viper  laid  within  the  breast 
Is  petted  as  he  were  her  child ; 
0  happy  grief,  of  love  beguiled ! 
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0  fickle  kinsman  and  false  lover, 

A  mocking  tear  and  grief  is  over ! 

As  a  mourner  follows  after 

A  rich,  man's  bier  with  masked  laughter, 

So  false  kinsmen  weep  for  her, 

Who  now  lies  in  the  sepulchre. 

Ay !  we  know  the  worth  of  grief, 

Treated  like  a  midnight  thief, 

It  creeps  by  stealth  into  the  brain, 

To  be  with  scorn  thrust  out  again. 

IV. 

Can  the  soul  of  Freedom  die  ? 
Eise,  burst  thy  tomb,  dear  Italy  ! 

What  of  sisters  false  and  brothers 

False  ?  Ah !  Falsehood  only  smothers 

For  a  little  while  the  spark 

Of  life  and  liberty.     And  hark 

The  cry  caught  up  from  mouth  to  mouth ! 

The  glorious  mother  of  the  south 

Eises  mighty  from  the  tomb, 

And  freedom  reigns  once  more  in  Borne. 

"  God  and  the  People ;  "  once  again 

Is  heard  the  old  heroic  strain. 
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The  mother's  foot  is  on  the  viper's  head, 

They  laid  her  in  the  tomb,  she  was  not  dead, 

She  cannot  die :  it  was  a  swoon, 

Or  but  the  passing  shade  of  one. 

She  throws  away  the  crowning  wreath, 

Twined  of  the  sleepy  flowers  of  Death ; 

Her  children  bring  of  happier  flowers, 

And  twine  another  chaplet  for  her  brow, 

And  clothe  her  with  the  dignity 

Of  Eoman  Liberty, 

More  royal  than  a  queen.     And  now, 

Behold  her  throned  amid  the  stately  towers ! 

They  bow  the  knee,  and  hail  her 

Mother  of  Freedom,  keeper  of  the  Portal ; 

Nor  shall  again  her  children  fail  her, 

Nor  Tyranny  lay  hold 

Upon  the  skirts  of  the  Immortal. 

Poet,  scattering  songs  like  dew, 

When  shall  thine  azure  dream  come  true  ? 

1852. 


PEAYEE. 

When  shadows  gather  round  me,  and  dark  doubt 
Weighs,  like  a  brooding  nightmare,  on  the  breast, 
And  all  the  heart  is  sick ;  when,  wearied  out 
With  the  wild  conflict,  she  is  doomed  to  wage 
Against  the  sore  temptation,  the  tired  soul 
Begins  to  yield,  unable  to  restrain 
These  carnal  natural  impulses,  I  fly 
To  solitude  and  Thee,  0  God !  and  there, 
Shut  up  within  my  closet,  in  Thine  ear 
Tell  my  complaining. 

Oh !  I  never  yet 
Poured  out  in  prayer  my  heart,  0  Lord !  to  Thee, 
But  thy  sure  answer  of  sweet  solace  came, 
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Came  winged,  like  a  dream,  and  yet  no  dream, 
But  beatific  bright  reality, 

And  numbed  the  sense  of  pain,  and  softly  soothed 
The  jarring  chords  of  being  to  one  deep 
Dissolving  harmony,  like  that  which  rolls 
From  angel-harps  along  the  courts  of  Heaven. 

For  never  prayer  fell  dead  upon  Thine  ear, 
Thy  ready  ear  attentive  to  our  cries ; 
The  promise  of  thy  Word  is  pledged  to  Prayer, 
The  pledge  of  Him  who  never  lied,  and  makes 
Assurance  doubly  bright.     By  Faith  we  ask, 
Through  Faith  receive  the  Heavenly  Comforter, 
Who  with  transporting  beams  descends,  and  bears 
From  off  the  mercy-seat  a  boundless  boon, 
A  joy  that  overmeasures  all  our  woes. 

Then  let  the  tempter  come,  my  peace  assail, 
Besiege  my  hope,  and  storm  my  citadel, 
With  all  the  dread  artillery  of  Hell, 
While  I  have  thee  for  refuge.     I,  by  Prayer, 
Will  conquer  in  thy  might,  and  not  a  bolt 
Shall  harm  my  ramparts,  nor  a  hostile  blow 
My  armour  cleave.     But  thou  shalt  be  my  shield, 
My  helper  in  distress,  my  tower  of  strength, 
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By  thee  sustained  I  will  rejoice,  and  last, 

My  painful  warfare  o'er,  through  Thee  will  pass 

From  conflict  here  to  triumph  in  the  skies, 

And  wear  the  victor's  crown  with  saints  in  heaven. 


BEHIND     THE    VEIL. 


"  What  hope  of  answer  or  redress  ? 
Behind  the  veil,  behind  the  veil!" 

In  Memoriam. 

Sweet  flowers  that  shine  amid  the  gloom, 
And  blossom  on  the  skirts  of  Death  ; 
That  stir  the  soul  to  stronger  Faith, 

And  beautify  the  barren  tomb. 

Ah,  happy  phantoms  of  the  brain ! 

'Tis  sweet  to  dream  that  parted  friends 
Shall  live  to  God's  diviner  ends, 

In  realms  where  we  may  meet  again. 
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"lis  sweet  to  dream,  and  yet  perchance 
The  dream  is  all  unreal  as  sweet, 
And  hand  with  hand  no  more  may  greet, 

Nor  countenance  meet  countenance. 

'Tis  sweet  to  dream  behind  the  veil 
That  sacramental  glories  burn, 
But  when  did  ever  friend  return 

To  prove  the  fond  deceitful  tale  ? — 

I  had  a  friend,  whose  life's  eclipse 
Was  tender  as  a  maiden's  dream, 
A  smile,  as  of  an  angel-gleam, 

Played  round  about  the  parted  lips. 

He,  dying,  clasped  me  by  the  hand, 

And  gently  bade  me  not  to  weep ; — 
Death  stole  upon  him  like  a  sleep ; 

And  he  was  in  the  Shadowland. 

A  mystic  shudder  filled  my  brain, 

A  whisper,  like  the  voice  of  God, 
Seemed  born  of  the  sepulchral  clod, 

'•  My  Brother  we  shall  meet  again  !"' 
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Fond  hope  !  vain  dream  !  delusive  faith  ! 

When  shall  the  grim  stern  fact  be  told  ? 

All  hope  is  buried  in  the  mould ; 
All  links  of  love  are  snapt  in  Death. 

Not  so !  We  shall  not  always  grieve, 
Not  always  seen  is  that  which  is ; 
And  life  hath  other  forms  than  this ; 

I  cannot  know  but  I  believe. 


TO 


VOLUME       OF       TOEMS. 


Here  are  clustered  poems  like  roses, 
Culled  and  bound  in  wreathed  posies, 
Now  that  June  is  at  her  full, 
To  deck  thee  with,  My  Beautiful ! 

For  a  little  birthday  token 

Of  the  sweet  love-chain  unbroken ; 

Let  the  little  token  speak, 

Our  love-chain  can  never  break. 

Take  the  gift,  dear,  of  thy  lover, 
And  upon  the  page  discover, 
Typed  in  magic  poetry, 
Love's  own  golden  minstrelsy. 


A    MORNING    IN    AUTUMN. 

It  was  a  ripe  and  sultry  Autumn  morn, 

Voluptuous  murmurs  all  the  air  beguiled, 
And  far  away,  upon  the  uplands  piled, 

Glistened  the  bending  sheaves  of  golden  corn. 

Between  its  banks  flowed  cool  the  lazy  stream, 

Broad  leaves  of  burdock  drooped  on  either  side, 
And  languid  overhung  the  freshening  tide, 

And  leaned  upon  the  waters  drowsed  in  dream. 

Upon  the  slopes  the  happy  reapers  throng, 

Half  unattired,  and  busied  with  their  toil, 
And,  ever  and  anon,  the  hours  beguile 

With  many  a  tuneful  snatch  of  peasant  song. 
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Fair  orchards,  couched  in  many  a  warm  retreat, 
With  rich  profusion  court  the  ripening  ray, 
Extend  their  laden  branches,  and  display 

The  clustered  fruitage  purpling  with  the  heat. 

There  came  a  man  of  griefs  and  many  years, 
He  sat  him  down  upon  the  river-side, 
And  watched  the  waters  of  the  silent  tide 

With  deep  and  earnest  eyes,  suffused  with  tears. 

That  morn  amid  the  woodlands  had  he  been, 

Beheld  the  leaves  upon  the  yellow  wane, — 
The  fading  grandeur  of  the  Old  Year's  reign, 

Ere  Winter  comes  and  closes  up  the  scene. 

He  marked  those  gorgeous  sheaves  of  corn  up-piled, 
Beheld  those  spreading  orchards,  heard  that  song, 
Which  the  glad  reapers  in  their  mirth  prolong, 

But  he  beheld  and  listened  unbeguiled. 

Memory  is  busy,  in  that  old  man's  brain, 

With  visions  and  with  landscapes  of  the  Past ; 
And  long-forgotten  feelings,  thronging  fast, 

For  him  recal  the  page  of  life  again. 
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He  had  exulted  once ;  he  too  had  soon 

His  glories,  even  as  that  Autumnal  day  i 

Those  splendours, — his  had  been  as  rich  as  they ; 

But  save  to  Memory,  where  was  what  had  been  ? 

Love  and  Ambition,  when  his  dream  was  young 
And  life  was  supple-sinewed,  unto  him 
Had  been  the  twin  and  starry  seraphim 

Who  all  his  heart  absorbed,  and  made  him  strong, 

To  do  and  dare  and  grapple  in  the  strife 

That  mocks  our  futile  quest  of  earthly  bliss ; 
Well  had  he  striven,  and  triumph  had  been  his, 

And  with  it  all  the  emptiness  of  life. 

The  morning  of  his  days  gave  hack  a  dream, 
A  tender  vision  of  immortal  eyes 
From  out  the  Past,  like  stars  of  Paradise, 

And  wild  Emotions  woke  by  Love's  young  beam, 

Like  melodies  from  Memnon's  harp  of  old ; 

That  was  his  noblest  triumph,  but  how  brief! 

His  glory  turned  to  woe,  his  gladness  grief, 
His  dream  is  buried  underneath  the  mould. 
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And  high  had  been  his  aims,  his  views  profound ; 
Alas !  his  schemes  matured  but  to  decay, 
As  o'er-ripe  fruits  fall  from  their  stems  away, 

Ungathered  lie  and  rot  into  the  ground. 

Yet  many  a  glorious  garland  round  his  brow 

Had  Fame   entwined,    and   Him   applause  had 

crowned ; 
But  flown  are   Fame's   delights  when  Fame  is 
found, 
And  what  to  him  is  adulation  now  ? 

Oftimes  he  took  delight  in  Friendship's  bower, 
With  fond  associates  held  discourse  sublime  ; 
Alas !  for  Friendship  is  as  false  as  Time, 

And  friends  fly  from  us  with  the  flying  hour. 

Yet  was  there  one  he  prized  above  the  rest ; 

A  love  it  was  through  ten  sweet  years  prolonged ; 

In   fancied   wrong,    that   friend   his   friendship 
wronged 
And  tore  himself,  for  ever,  from  his  breast. 

These  recollections  o'er  that  man  of  years 

Come  thronging,  like   old   phantoms   from    the 
tomb ; 
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The  flowers  of  Spring  in  Autumn  fruits  re-bloom, 
Hath  he  no  fruits  of  Autumn  but  his  tears  ? 

And  is  it  then  for  nought  that  he  hath  striven  ? 

For  nought  hath  trod  this  thorny  pilgrimage  ? 

Lies  the  result  of  life  in  tears  of  Age  ? 
Ah  no !  Beyond  xis  gleam  the  fields  of  Heaven. 

Mark,  as  the  sun  his  high  meridian  gains, 

That  aged  man  departs  with  upturned  eye, 
Calmed  are  his  sorrows  and  his  tears  are  dry, 

Though  all  his  dreams  are  vanished,  Heaven  remains ! 


AN    ADDEESS     TO     THE     DEITY. 

i. 

Eternal  Spirit,  who  alone  dost  reign 

O'er  all  unchanged,  whilst  all  things  change  and 
fade, 
The  vassals  of  Decay ;  and  dost  maintain 

Thine  undivided  empire  undismayed  ; 

Before  whose  awful  might  e'en  kings  afraid 
Shall  hide  their  crowns,  planets  and  suns  grow  dim, 

And  Creature-Light  return  again  to  shade ; 
To  Thee,  throned  'mong  the  starry  seraphim, 
In  praise  adoring  I  would  tune  the  lofty  hymn ! 


11. 

Blending  my  song  with  songs  that  from  yon  choir 
Of  angels  echo  thro'  the  realms  of  light, 

Where  thou  dost  reign  :  do  thou  my  thought  inspire, 
Exalt  my  mind,  and  wing  my  words  with  might 
To  soar  beyond  the  bounds  of  Day  and  Night, 
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Exulting  in  ray  God  :  Thyself  impart  ; 

And  while  my  Muse  pursues  her  venturous  flight, 
O  come,  and  take  possession  of  my  heart, 
And  let  no  rival  there  beguile  with  treacherous  art ! 


How  shall  I  praise  Thee  ?  Where  begin  to  sing 

Of  unbeginning  God  ?  Oh !  could  I  fly 
To  Earth's  remotest  bound  upon  the  wing 

Of  morning-star,  or  backward  glance  employ, 

Things  to  behold  of  Old  Eternity 
Ere  Time  was  born,  or  wakened  worlds  sprang  forth 

From  uncreated  matter ;  yet  should  I 
Fail  to  discover  secret  of  thy  Birth, 
Thou  unborn  Deity,  High  Lord  of  Heaven  and  Earth  ! 


IV. 

Thou  Cause  of  all  Effects,  who  dost  all  cause 

Disown,  surpassing  highest  stretch  of  Thought ; 

Thyself  beyond  the  utmost  reach  of  laws 

Known  or  unknown ;    by  whom   was  Law  first 

taught 
To  rule,  and  Order  out  of  Chaos  brought : 

Time  and  Eternity  to  Thee  are  one; 
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Nor  was  there  time,  0  God!  when  thou  wert  not, 
With  baffled  mind  and  awed,  I  here  bow  down 
To  Him,  to  whom  alone  Time's  ante-time  was  known. 

v. 
Or  if  I  make  thine  attributes  my  theme, 

How  can  I  hope  to  give  Thee  as  Thou  art  ? 
Beyond  the  measure  of  an  angel's  dream, 

Their  noblest-offered  strains  in  Heaven  fall  short 

Of  thy  perfections  ;  nor  can  mind  or  heart 
Of  man  of  one  Divinest  lineament 

Conception  form,  expression  give,  or  part 
In  fine  analysis,  where  all  are  blent 
In  one,  yet  multiform,  Divine  embodiment. 


Yet,  not  all  knowledge  of  Thyself  hast  Thou, 

Mysterious  One  !  witheld  from  human  eye  ; 
Or  Man  could  walk  alone  with  saddened  brow, 

Pent  in  this  valley  of  mortality, 

Doomed  like  a  flower  to  bloom  awhile  and  die, 
Die  without  hope  and  perish  off  the  field : 

But  Thou  art  open  !  Thee  he  may  descry 
Amid  the  wonders  thy  creations  yield, 
And  in  the  glorious  page  of  Truth  by  Thee  revealed. 
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VII. 

Thou  art  not  strange  0  God !  Thou  art  not  far 
From  one,  the  least  of  all  thy  creatures  :  We 

May  view  Thee  ever  near,  in  sky  and  star, 

By  mountain,  field  and  flood,  by  shore  and  sea, 
And  all  thy  works  are  but  the  types  of  Thee ; 

Thy  Beauty  and  Magnificence  are  spread 
On  every  hand  and  fill  immensity ; 

Thou  dwellest  'mong  the  living  and  the  dead ; 

The  darkness  owns  Thy  light,  and  the  Great  deep  thy 
tread. 

VIII. 

Where  can  I  turn  my  gaze  where  thou  art  not  ? 

Thy  hand  controls  the  chariot  of  the  sun ; 
And  all  day  long,  wherever  feeling,  thought, 

Or  life  exist,  thy  Spirit  moves  upon 

The  vast  of  things ;  and  when  the  day  is  done. 
And  Night,  surrounded  by  her  starry  train, 

Smiles  on  the  sleeping  earth,  Thou  art  her  crown, 
Her  glory ;  and  assembled  worlds  the  strain 
Of  praise  hymn  forth  to  Thee,  nor  hymn  Thy  praise 
in  vain. 

IX. 

There,  as  in  ordered  majesty  they  stand, 

Or  in  harmonious  measures  move,  they  bear 
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Irrefragable  proof  of  Forming  Hand 

And  Wise  Intelligence  that  set  them  there  ; 
To  fool  and  sage  alike  they  all  declare 

The  Name  of  their  Creator,  and  display 

His  Providential  Power ;  and  who  shall  dare 

To  view  the  fabric  reared,  and  turn  away 

Of  Thee  Lord  unconvinced  ?  Only  a  madman  may. 


Lives  there  the  wretch  that  dares  deny  his  God  ? 

Though  man  be  fallen  and  by  guilt  depraved, 
The  gift  of  reasoning  faculty  bestowed 

Hath  this  first  truth  on  every  mind  engraved. 

E'en  by  mere  intellect  we  must  be  saved 
From  degradation  deep  as  this.     Ah  woe  ! 

That  Man  should  be  to  sin  so  deep  enslaved, 
Some  deem  it  highest  knowledge  to  forego 
The  evidence  of  God,  so  clear  that  all  might  know. 

XI. 

But  not  yon  worlds  alone  their  God  proclaim ; 
Were  all  from  that  fair  sky  at  once  erased. 

And  save  this  world  Chaos  returned  the  same 
As  erst,  and  even  this  world  became  a  waste 
Of  shapeless  matter,  man  from  his  own  breast 
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Might  still  educe  the  ken  of  Deity  ; 

In  Man  thine  image  dwells,  albeit  defaced ; 
This  very  consciousness  that  lies  in  me 
Of  life,  not  self-derived,  declares  that  Thou  must  he. 


XII. 

But  though  our  reasoning  faculty  can  reach 
To  know  the  existence  of  Creative  Mind, 

Unaided  Eeason  futile  were  to  teach 

Thy  true  relationship  to  humankind, 

And  our  right  path  of  life  on  Earth  to  find  : 

Thou  God  adored  !  we  are  not  left  alone 

In  darkness,  for  Thy  sacred  Word  hath  shined, 

A  beam  of  light  rayed  from  the  Eternal  throne, 

And  made  our  deathless  interest  in  Godhead  known. 


XIII. 

The  story  of  redemption  written  there 

Makes  light  to  beam  upon  the  darkened  mind ; 
And  Hope  dispels  the  terrors  of  despair, 

That  fly  like  clouds  before  the  morning- wind  ; 

And  there  a  rebel  race  may  pardon  find  ; 
The  angered  Deity  lays  by  his  wrath, 

Outstretching  arms  of  mercy  to  mankind, 
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"  Beturn  again  ye  erring  !"  Jesus  saith, 
"And  follow  me  ;  for  Heaven  lies  straightway  in  the 
path." 

XIV. 

Ah  !  though  our  sins  the  sands  upon  the  shore 
Outnumber,  Christ  for  guiltiest  sinners  died  ; 

He  in  our  stead  the  dreadful  sentence  bore, 
The  penalty  endured.     His  bleeding  side 
A  sheltering  cleft  for  all  is  open  wide  ; 

The  Way,  the  Truth,  the  Life  to  Him  I  fly, 
And  all  my  guilt  and  fear  in  Jesus  hide, 

For  he  hath  striven  and  won  the  victory, 

Through  Faith  in  Him  assured  I  Death  and  Hell  defy. 

xv. 
In  this,  great  God !  thy  fairest  attribute, 

My  hymn  shall  find  its  climax,  in  thy  grace 
That  doth  Christ's  righteousness  to  me  impute, 

Oh,  may  I  wear  it  henceforth  all  my  days ! 

Still  steadfast  will  I  magnify  Thy  ways 
To  men ;  and  when  my  journey  here  is  o'er, 

My  harp  shall  sound  yet  nobler  notes  of  praise, 
Mingled  with  angel-harps  on  that  blest  shore, 
Where  sorrow,  sighing,  sin  shall  vex  me  nevermore. 


GERALDINE. 

The  merry  Spring  hath  come  again, 
And  fields  and  woods  are  green, 

And  Love  o'ertides  my  heart  and  brain, 
For  thee,  young  Geraldine ! 

The  flowers  bud  up  o'er  hill  and  grove, 
And  deck  the  varied  scene; 

So  I  would  garland  thee  with  love, 
My  own  young  Geraldine. 

Oh !  even  as  the  amorous  stars 
Pant  for  their  darling  Night ; 

As  a  caged  eagle  beats  his  bars, 
And  yearns  towards  the  light ; 
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As  Ocean's  wildly  heaving  breast 
Desires  the  embracing  sky, 

My  soul  in  thee  would  find  her  rest, 
In  thee  her  home  of  joy. 

My  Geraldine !  those  tender  sighs 
Breathe  love  for  me,  I  know  ; 

"lis  love  within  those  wealthy  eyes 
That  prompts  their  tearful  flow  ! 

I  know  thy  bosom's  bounding  beat 

Is  echo  unto  mine ; 
I  almost  hear  thy  heart  repeat 

My  music,  Geraldine  ! 

Come  to  my  arms,  and  clasp  me  round, 
And  feast  me  with  thy  love  ; 

Oh  !  1  will  guard  its  purity, 
As  treasure  from  above. 

Pour  out  the  secret  of  thy  soul, 
For  I  am  wholly  thine  ; 

And  know  me  for  a  second  self, 
Beloved  Geraldine! 


MY     GEKALDINE. 

i. 
It  was  the  time  when  woods  were  green, 

And  all  the  fields  were  starred  with  flowers  ; 

The  birds  with  song  o'erflowed  the  bowers, 
When  first  I  wooed  my  Geraldine. 

My  Geraldine !  my  Geraldine ! 
Among  the  woods,  that  livelong  day, 
We  strolled ;  was  never  heart  so  gay, 

As  mine  that  day  with  Geraldine. 

ii. 
The  birds  among  the  bushes  green, 

That  warbled  out  their  notes  of  joy, 
Were  not  so  happy  half  as  I, 
Linked  arm  in  arm  with  Geraldine. 
o 
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My  Geraldine  !  my  G-eraldine ! 
That  day  she  gave  her  heart  to  me, 
And  by  the  spreading  greenwood  tree 

She  owned  her  love,  dear  Geraldine ! 


in. 
And  when  the  Autumn  changed  the  green 

To  soher  brown,  one  happy  morn, 

Across  the  fields  of  waving  corn, 
I  walked  to  church  with  Geraldine. 

My  Geraldine !  my  Geraldine  ! 
A  sweeter  peal  the  village  tower 
Ne'er  woke  than  at  that  happy  hour, 

Which  saw  me  wed  to  Geraldine. 


THE     IDEAL. 

We  live  within  an  evil  world, 

Where  tyrants  rule  and  men  dissemble  . 
And  Truth  is  but  a  gem  impearled 

In  the  dark  ocean ;  and  slaves  tremble 
At  their  own  shadows,  and  fall  sick 

Beneath  the  weary  weight  of  wrong ; 
And  Love  in  sorrow  hath  grown  weak, 

And  wickedness  alone  is  strong ; 
And,  day  by  day,  this  heart  of  woe 

Is  doomed  to  drag  a  heavier  load  ; 
And  the  worn  world  rooks  to  and  fro ; 

And  the  clouds  hide  the  face  of  God. 
Yet  not  alone  of  sighs  and  tears 

Prolific  are  the  passing  hours, 
But  Life  a  sweeter  image  bears, 
And  Joys  come  thronging  with  the  years 
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To  bless  us,  even  as  the  flowers 
Spring  up  amid  the  lornest  wild, 
And  Man  of  Sorrow  is  beguiled. 

Ah !  Though  the  tide  of  Time  flows  fast, 

And  rolls  into  the  gulph  of  Death ; 
And  though  the  sky  is  overcast, 

And  the  gloom  shadows  all  beneath ; 
We  know  we  were  not  made  in  vain, 

Or  but  to  pine  a  little  while, 
To  groan  with  toil  of  hand  and  brain, 

And  pass  away  without  a  smile  ; 
But  oft  we  mark  a  distant  gleam 

That  gladdens  up  the  lonely  day, 
And  then  we  soar  on  wings  of  dream, 

And  take  the  wind  and  float  away, 
Like  fairy  barks,  o'er  magic  seas, 

To  happy  haven  onward  driven ; 
And  then  the  spirit  finds  release 
From  all  Life's  grim  realities  ; — 
Immortal  moments,  such  as  these, 

Are  prophecies  of  Heaven. 
Oh  !  Let  whatever  will  betide ; 
For  God  is  good,  and  space  is  wide  I 
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How  sweet  when  the  shadows  of  Eve  are  descending, 
And  light  falls  the  dew  on  the  slumbering  grass, 

"When  the  breezes  are  hushed,  and  the  branches  are 
bending, 

And  the  waters  a  lullaby  breathe  as  they  pass, 

To  roam  by  the  marge  of  the  soft  flowing  river, 
And  hear  the  lorn  nightingale  sing  in  the  tree, 

And  dream,  as  thy  smooth  current  floweth,  for  ever 
Hath  flown  that  calm  current  on,  sweet  silver  Lea ! 

0  dearly  loved  river !  thy  waters  inherit 

The  calm  of  the  ages  that  o'er  thee  have  rolled, 

And,  gazing  on  thee,  how  often  my  spirit 

Hath  thrilled  with  a  pleasure  and  passion  untold ! 
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And  oftimes,  when  torn  with  the  tempest  of  sorrow, 
Thy  voice  hath  possessed  a  strange  magic  for  me, 

And,  refining  my  grief,  given  strength,  for  the  morrow 
And  thy  own  resignation,  0  sweet  silver  Lea ! 

Let  others,  ambitious,  proclaim  the  loud  glory 

Of  rivers  that  roll  in  wild  regions  afar, 
Where  the  Genius  of  Song  and  the  Spirit  of  Story 

Have  witnessed  the  prowess  of  Love  and  of  War ; 
Where  heroes  have  conquered  and  armies  have  perished, 

Whose  waters  have  blushed  with  the  blood  of  the 
free; 
My  spirit  a  happier  idol  hath  cherished, 

And  thine  be  my  homage,  O  sweet  silver  Lea ! 

Nor  yet  all  unknown  to  such  scenes  are  thy  waters, 

Nor  yet  all  unskilled  in  the  secret  of  war  ; 
Thou,  too,  art  renowned  as  a  river  of  slaughters  : — ■ 

When  of  old  the  rude  Northmen  came  swarming 
from  far, 
Their  defeat  and  dismay  were  thy  triumph  and  glory ; 

Oh !  ever  remembered  thy  service  shall  be, 
While  Alfred's  great  name  has  a  place  in  our  story, 

And  the  heart  of  Old  England  beats  true,  silver 
Lea! 


TO    THE    RIVER   LEA.  215 

I  have  sailed  up  the  Ehine,  I  have  gazed  on  the  Neckar, 

By  the  banks  of  the  Ehone  and  the  Saone  I  have 
stood, 
And,  as  gaily  adorned  as  proud  Paris  could  make  her, 

Beheld  the  wild  Seine,  that  dark  river  ofb  lood ; 
But  ne'er  could  these  rivers  bestow  such  a  pleasure, 

Or  bring  such  a  deep  exultation  to  me, 
As  now  are  awoke,  while  I  list  to  the  measure 

And  flow  of  thy  waters,  0  sweet  silver  Lea ! 


ODE. 

To  V 

V ,  it  is  good  that  sorrow  comes, 

At  intervals,  a  little  dusky  cloud, 

With  woven  tissues  fine 

To  hide  the  light  of  Love  : 

Or  we  should  tire  of  Love,  as  surfeited 
Upon  the  purple  fruitage  of  his  lips. — 
The  cloud  drops  down  the  rain 
Upon  the  thirsty  flower ; — 

A  little  while,  and  all  the  gloom  is  flown ; 

The  sun  mounts  high  the  clear  untroubled  blue ; 

And  love  shines  on  the  soul 

More  radiant  than  before. 


THE     DAYS      LONG    AGO. 

i. 
From  the  dim  sepulchres  of  vanished  days 

Come  spectral  visitants  on  Memory's  mission, 
Sweeping  along  old-trodden  hallowed  ways, 
Like  the  forgotten  features  of  a  vision 

Dreamed  in  the  nights  long  ago. 

ii. 

They  come  like  lingering  messages  of  love, 

Too  long  delayed  to  save  the  broken-hearted  ; 

They  come  like  heavenly  voices  from  above 

To  friends  on  earth,  from  other  friends  departed 
In  the  dear  days  long  ago. 
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III. 

Like  surging  murmurs  echoed  in  lone  oaves, 
Among  the  waters  by  the  syrens  haunted ; 

Like  midnight  moanings  heard  among  the  graves, 
Deep  hid  in  glens  and  hollow  groves  enchanted 
In  the  wild  time  long  ago. 

IV. 

With  wistful  whispers  of  the  land  of  Death, 

That  shroud  in  calm  like  silence  all  the  spirit, 

They  speak  to  me,  and  awe  with  solemn  breath, 
And  yield  what  woful  wealth  I  dare  inherit 
From  the  dear  days  long  ago. 


MOUEN.    NOT    THE     PAST. 

i. 
Mourn  not  the  Past !  0  pilgrim,  toiling  onward, 

Wearied  amid  this  wilderness  of  Life  ! 
Though  clouds  be  dark,  and  thou  no  longer  sunward 

Canst  gaze  with  eager  eye  beyond  the  strife, 
Though  grief  with  wierd-like  hand  still  hold  thee  fast, 
Mourn  not  the  Past ! 


n. 
Mourn  not  the  Past !  its  heaven  of  dear  emotion 

That  swathed  the  soul  when  Life  was  in  its  spring, 
When  thine  were  love  and  faith  and  high  devotion, 

Ere  Sorrow  made  thy  heart  a  withered  thing, 
Though  'twas  too  bright  and  beautiful  to  last, 
Mourn  not  the  Past ! 
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III. 

Mourn  not  the  Past!  though  Youth's  bright  dreams 
are  faded. 
And  all  the  joys  of  youth  are  flown  afar ; 
Though  Time  be  thine  now  but  to  be  upbraided, 

For  all  the  bitter  blighted  days  that  are; 
Though  from  thy  sunless  sky  no  beam  be  cast, 
Mourn  not  the  Past ! 


IV. 

Mourn  not  the  Past !  though  all  thy  hopes  are  scattered, 
Like  severed  flowers  before  the  Autumn  wind ; 

Though  every  idol  of  thy  heart  be  shattered, 
And  ever  banished  all  thy  peace  of  mind, 

A  tree  uprooted  by  the  stormy  blast, 

Mourn  not  the  Past ! 


v. 
Mourn  not  the  Past !  though  only  dreams  of  sadness 
The  Present  hath  for  thee  ;  while  thy  heart  clings 
Pound  the  old  time,  it  still  can  yield  thee  gladness, 

If  thou  wilt  only  give  thy  memory  wings 
Those  bowers  to  range,  Life's  sweets  it  will  recast 
From  out  the  Past. 
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VI. 

Mourn  not  the  Past !  but  take  for  present  sorrow 

The  balm  thy  God  hath  given,  nor  grimly  deem 
That  thou  art  hopeless,  and  that  Life  no  morrow 

Shall  gain  beyond  the  grave ;  while  one  bright 
beam 
Of  promise  have  thy  desolate  years  forecast, 
Mourn  not  the  Past! 


CURE  AX'S    DAUGHTER. 

Her  cheek  is  worn,  and  wan,  and  pale, 

Her  eyes,  that  erst  with  lustre  shone, 
Are  dim  with  poring  on  the  tale 

Of  the  brave,  manly-hearted  one, 
Too  early  torn  from  her  embrace 

To  grace  the  tyrant's  festive  hour  ; 
The  smile  of  love  upon  her  face 

Shall  light  those  features  nevermore. 
Yet  is  she  beautiful  in  grief, 

An  added  charm  hath  sorrow  brought  her ; 
And  Erin,  gazing  through  her  tears, 

Hay  make  her  boast  of  Cm-ran 's  daughter. 
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Not  her's  to  join  the  festive  throng 

Where  Beauty,  Youth,  and  Pleasure  meet, 
Where  Music  wakes  the  swelling  song, 

Or  times  the  dance  to  twinkling  feet ; 
Not  her's  to  shine  in  Fashion's  hall, 

The  envy  of  the  fair  and  gay, 
To  triumph  in  the  giddy  ball, 

Her  thoughts  from  these  are  far  away ; 
She  hears,  afar,  a  people's  wail, 

Afar,  beholds  a  dream  of  slaughter ; 
Her  thoughts  are  of  the  grave  ;  the  dead 

Possess  the  heart  of  Curran's  Daughter. 

And  where  is  he,  the  patriot  youth, 

That  dared  indeed  to  draw  the  brand, 
And  strike  a  blow  for  Eight  and  Truth  ? 

Answer  thou  crushed  and  bleeding  land  ! 
Oh  Erin,  that  he  loved  so  well, 

For  whom  he  braved  the  tyrant's  pride, 
Thou  heard'st,  alas,  his  funeral  knell, 

Thy  proud  heart  broke  when  Emmett  died ; 
Nor  thine  alone,  but  Curran's  child 

A  breaking  heart  across  the  water 
Hath  borne  ;  ah  !  would  that  grief  might  bring 

Her  hero  back  to  Cumin's  daughter. 
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But  lie  can  nevermore  return, 

His  Mood  be  on  the  tyrant's  head, 
Erin  and  Love  are  left  to  mourn 

A  hero  and  a  lover  dead. 
He  might  have  'scaped  the  bitter  blow, 

But  Love  already  sealed  his  fate, 
He  lingered  for  one  last  adieu, 

He  lingered  till  it  -was  too  late. 
Of  him,  who  Freedom's  martyr  died, 

Loud  be  the  fame  o'er  land  and  water ! 
While  song  shall  live,  the  tale  be  told 

Of  Emmett  and  of  Curran's  Daughter ; 


SONG. 
TO    EMMA. 

I. 

The  years  are  swift  of  wing,  Emma  ! 

They  will  not  stay  for  ever ; 
But  Time  no  change  can  bring,  Emma  ! 

Our  true  hearts  to  dissever. 
And  Love  with  us  is  still  the  same, 

Though  many  a  friend  lies  buried, 
And  many  a  dream  hath  flown  away, 

Since  thou  and  I  were  married. 

ii. 
We  cannot  call  back  youth,  Emma ! 

And  our  young  days  are  past ; 
But  the  bright  unclouded  truth,  Emma  ! 

Time  cannot  overcast. 
And  Love  with  us  is  still  the  same, 

Though  Youth  lies  dead  and  buried, 
Constant  and  warm  as  on  the  day, 

When  thou  and  I  were  married.' 


ASPIRATION. 

Oil  1  there  are  often  in  the  Christian's  life 

Times  when  the  spirit  glows  with  purer  fire, 

And  bursting  through  the  bondage  of  her  strife 

Holds  blissful  converse  with  her  Heavenly  Sire. 

The  constant  orb,  towards  which  the  human  soul 
Lt'oks  hopefully  beyond  Life's  ocean  waste  ; 

The  steadfast  starlight  of  the  far  off  pole, 
That  whispers  to  the  mariner  of  rest. 

And  shall  he  breast  the  dangerous  driving  foam  ? 

And  shall  he  ever  gain  the  happy  shore  ? 
And  shall  he  ever  taste  the  sweets  of  home, 

And  dwell  apart  from  care  for  evermore  ? 
p  2 
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Oh  truthful  guarantee  vouchsafed  by  God, 

Of  sweet  surcease  from  sorrow  and  from  care  ? 

Though  tempest-tost  upon  the  throbbing  flood, 
The  soul  of  man  may  find  relief  in  Prayer. 

Sweet  Prayer !  it  is  the  mingling  of  the  life 

With  that  Divinity  of  Life  above  : 
Therein  the  soul  forgets  her  wearying  strife, 

And  knows  the  might  of  God's  undying  love. 

To  Him  she  rushes,  like  an  ardent  bride 

New- wedded  to  the  bridegroom  of  her  choice  ; 

Her  being  brims  with  Love's  o'erflowing  tide, 
God  crowns  her  chalice  with  immortal  joys. 

Oh  blissful  foretaste  of  the  life  to  come, 

The  life  unknown  alike  to  tears  and  time, 

'Where  joy  for  ever  springeth  from  the  womb 

Of  things,  and  grows  to  never-ending  prime  ! 

Oh  blissful  vision  of  the  marriage-day, 

The  day  whose  sun  shall  never  set  in  night, 

When  holy  being,  freed  from  mortal  clay, 

Shall  wing  the  skies  and  wed  primeval  light ! 


228  ASPIRATION. 

Oh  prophet-impulse  bursting  through  the  chain, 
The  iron  links  that  bind  the  soul  to  Earth ; 

She  bids  farewell  to  thoughts  of  Death  and  Pain, 
And  learns  the  secret  of  her  second  birth ! 

Oh  glowing  rainbow  arching  in  the  sky, 

The    golden  ,  sunbeams    glimmer    through    the 
shower, 
The  darkness  and  the  cloud  are  passing  by, 

And  light  and  warmth  shall    own  the    coming 
hour  ! 

Oh  priceless  treasure,  better  far  than  gold 
And  gleaming  jewels  are  to  miser's  hand, 

Art  thou  to  me,  Sweet  Prayer  ;  and  I  behold 
Already  the  great  gates  of  that  high  land ! 

Push  upward  like  an  eagle  towards  the  sun, 

And  bathe  unscorched  amid  the  waving  light ; 

The  morn  and  noon  are  thine,  the  twilight  dun 
Will  hide  the  Irving  splendours  out  of  sight. 

Swift  as  an  arrow  darting  up  the  air, 

Pending  the  thin  transparent  folds  in  twain, 

Do  thou,  my  spirit,  soar  to  God  in  Prayer, 
And  grasp  exultingly  thy  glorious  gain. 
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Even  as  the  Christ  with  bloody  sweating  brow 

Threw  all  his  strength  into  his  last  complaint, 

Oh  soul  of  mine !  in  eager  prayer  do  thou 

Enwrap  thy  utterance  free  from  all  constraint. 

Up !  Gird  thee  on  the  pinions  of  thy  fire  ; 

Scorn  the  dull  worm  that  loves  to  crawl  the  sod; 
Be  Heaven  the  summit  of  thy  strong  desire ; 

And  thou  shalt  win  the  opulence  of  God ! 


THE     NAMELESS     WATERFALL. 

Adown  a  rooky  mountain   glen  at.  summer   noon  I 

rambled, 
The  grasses  waved  about  my  path,  and  little  lambkins 

gambolled 
Among  the  crags,  that  shelved  like  rugged  stairs  the 

mountains  tall, 
When,  all  at  once,  I  heard  the  murmur  of  a 'waterfall. 

Along  the  mountain  side  it  rolled,  a  flashing,  falling 
stream, 

Its  gentle  waters  sparkled  white  beneath  the  noon- 
tide gleam ; 

A  murmurous  mountain  voice  it  was,  a  nameless, 
fameless  song, 

A  poet  singing  from  pure  love  it  sweetly  flowed  along. 
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0   little  waterfall !   roll  down  thy  rooky  mountain 

glen; 
Thy  happy  song  may  never  reach  the  wondering  ears 

of  men ; 
Flow  down   unknown  and   dwell   alone   within  thy 

mountain  hall ; 
A  song  for  me,  to  others  be  a  nameless  waterfall ! 

There's  wild  Lodore,  there's  Colwith  Force,  there's 

Stanley  Ghyll,  and  Barrow, 
And  rolling  down  its  woody  glen  the  mountain- torrent 

Aira, 
And   Stock    Ghyll   Force,  and   Rydal    Falls,  sweet 

names  are  given  them  all, 
But  none  have  ever  noticed  thee,  a  nameless  waterfall. 

How  many  a  poet  oft  like  thee,  unnoted  in  the  throng, 
Beneath  the  gentle  ray  of  love  hath  tuned  his  heart 

to  song, 
No  worldly  voice  to  vex  him  with  the  jarring  sound 

of  fame, 
Unheeded  he  and  glad  to  be  a  bard  without  a  name  I 

Flow  down  thy  rooky  glen,  sweet  stream,  and  sing 
thy  song  alone, 
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Disdaining  still  all   worldly  fame,  yet  art  thou  not 

unknown, 
Not  all  unknown,  for  I  have  seen  thee  in  thy  native 

hall, 

And  dared  to  name  thee  in  my  rhyme  the  Nameless 

Waterfall ! 

1853. 
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Wouldst  thou  hear  my  tale  of  Being, 

Wouldst  thou  read  this  heart  of  strife, 

Know  what  grief  attends  the  poet 
Through  the  wilderness  of  life  ? 

Lend  thy  woman's  kindly  ear 

And  turn  thine  eager  gaze  away, 

Lest  my  spirit  should  be  dazzled 
With  the  fulness  of  thy  day. 

On  thy  brow  the  genius  burneth, 
Like  a  winged  shaft  of  light  ; 

And  thy  larger  eyes  burn  through  me, 
Set  in  fringes  of  the  Night. 


234  A    LIFE    STORY. 

On  my  spirit  weighs  a  shadow,- 
Burns  a  secret  in  my  brain, 

I  must  render  thee  my  homage, 

Though  thou  give  it  back  again. 

For  I  love  thee  ;  why  conceal  it  ? 

Do  the  stars  withold  their  light, 
When  the  shadowy  silence  bringeth 

The  love-messages  of  night  ? 

Oh  I  love  thee ;  all  my  being, 
Like  a  passion-stormed  sea, 

Swells  with  Love's  tempestuous  grandeur, 
And  would  fling  her  life  on  thee. 

Might  I  reach  the  yearning  hand, 
There  is  nepenthe  for  my  woe  ; 

I  will  drain  the  golden  chalice 
Ere  the  richness  overflow. 

Spring  hath  come,  the  trees  are  budding, 
And  my  love  is  all  a  blossom, 

Pluck  the  flower  to  deck  thy  heart, 
And  let  it  bloom  upon  thy  boeom. 
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Pluck  the  flower  at  early  morn, 

'Twill  be  as  beautiful  at  even, 
As  thy  soul  immortal,  thou 

Shalt  beur  it  with  thee  into  Heaven. 

Lend  thy  woman's  kindly  ear, 

And  thou  shalt  know  the  poet's  story, 
All  the  tumult  and  the  sorrow, 

All  the  gladness  and  the  glory. 

Once  I  loved  a  radiant  maiden, 

Like  a  merry  May-Queen  fair, 
Streamed  a  shower  of  sunny  spring-tide 

From  her  bright  and  golden  hair. 

Borne  along  my  tides  of  being 

Floated  then  unnumbered  joys  ; 

And  my  spirit  seemed  translated 
At  the  whisper  of  her  voice. 

Oft  embraced,  at  summer  even, 

Sat  we  weaving  silken  dreams, 
From  our  eyes  the  passion  pouring 

Mingled  in  a  thousand  streams. 
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As  the  sun  rolled  down  the  heavens, 
Like  a  monarch  flushed  with  wine, 

I  would  press  her  to  my  heart, 

And  clasp  her  soft  white  hund  in  mine. 

And  would  say, — "Yon  lingering  orb 

Slow  wheeling  down  the  purple  West, 

Steadfast  'midst  incessant  changes, 
Is  an  emblem  of  our  rest. 

"  Let  a  myriad  revolutions 

Mark  the  young  eventful  years, 

And  Old  Time  walk  wailing 

To  and  fro  amid  a  world  of  tears  ; 

"  There  can  be  no  change  in  loving ; 

Bound  in  adamantine  bars, 
Guarded  by  wide  eyes  eternal, 

Love  is  steadfast  as  the  stars." 

Then  we  nestled  yet  more  closely, 

Mingling  in  the  overflow 
Of  the  spirit ; — Happy  portal 

To  a  wilderness  of  woe. 
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For  a  shadow  darkened  o'er  me, 

And  a  doubt  was  on  my  mind ; 
And  the  looming  clouds  of  tempest, 

Driven  on  the  thunder-wind, 

Filled  the  firmament  with  blackness, 

Deluged  all  my  summer  faith, 
And  I  walked  like  one  bereaved 

In  the  shadow-land  of  Death. 

Then  to  her  I  looked  for  solace 

Who  had  been  my  life  to  me, 
But  a  sneer  was  on  her  lip,  and — 

Perish  hated  memory  ! 

Oh !  how  madly  then  I  cursed  her 
For  the  falsehood  of  her  tongue, 

Cursed  her  in  my  bitter  speech. 

And  cursed  her  in  my  bitter  song ! 

But  a  vision  passed  before  me, 

And  a  light  was  in  the  sky ; 
Sped  the  blackness  from  the  Heavens, 

And  the  darkness  from  the  eve ; 
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And,  from  out  the  distance  breaking, 
Spake  a  whisper  to  the  soul, — 

"Lies  thy  shallop  safely  havened 

Where  the  Eastern  waters  roll." 

Lady,  I  have  climbed  the  mountain, 
Mine  is  the  victorious  Now ; 

I  have  garlanded  my  flowers 

Of  Love  to  wreathe  around  thy  brow. 

Every  fortress  of  my  bosom 

Is  by  lightening  passion  riven, 

And  the  chambers  of  my  being 
Open  out  for  thee  a  Heaven. 

Hark  that  dim  and  surgy  murmur 
Booming  up  the  After-Time  ! 

Tis  the  shoutings  of  the  peoples, 
Nearing  to  their  eagle  prime. 

Entering  on  the  glad  millenium  ; 

Hark,  the  loud  triumphant  roar, 
Like  the  angry  ocean  waters 

As  they  break  upon  the  shore  : 
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I  would  strike  a  little  music 

O'er  that  crowding  Titan  throng, 

I  would  hand  my  spirit  thither 

By  the  deathless  might  of  song. 

Throw  thy  love  into  my  being, 

We  will  wander,  hand  in  hand, 
Through  the  dream-groves  of  the  Present, 

To  the  shores  of  Wonderland. 


THE     CRUCIFIXION. 

\.K    FRAGMENT.! 


Nine  times  the.  hour  his  measured  course  had  run, 
Big  with  event,  ami  Salem's  awful  crime 
Approached  completion.     High  on  Calvary, — 
That  name  henceforth  a  watchword  an  1  a  sign 
Of  joy  among  the  ransomed, — hung  the  Lord. 
Him  the  weak  governor  in  slavish  fear, 
Awed  by  the  fury  of  the  rabble  shouts, 
Though  innocent,  condemned  to  death  and  shame 
And  outrage  worse  than  death  ;  betrayed  the  truth, 
And  Justice  wronged  upon  the  judgement-seat. 

And  now  His  hour  had  come.     From  early  morn, 
Sorrow  and  scorn  and  shame  had  followed  Him 
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At  Him  the  ribald  flung  the  jest  obscene, 
Upon  His  sacred  person  fell  the  hand 
Of  menial  rudeness,  and  the  villain  heart, 
That  loved  to  add  a  pang  to  helpless  woe, 
Beheld  exultingly  its  victim  there. 
Those  few  brief  hours,  how  long  an  age  of  grief ! 
Was  ample  space  within  one  little  day 
To  crowd  a  wild  Eternity  of  woes. 

As  when  some  river  with  impetuous  force, 
Swelled  by  the  waters  of  a  hundred  streams, 
Rolls  seaward  its  advancing  tide,  perchance 
Some  frail  obstruction  seeks  to  stem  its  course, 
The  waters  checked,  sudden  tumultuous  grown 
And  raging  for  an  outlet,  all  their  strength 
Collect  in  one  spasmodic  wave  upheaved, 
Burst  the  rude  dam  and  bear  the  wreck  away 
With  the  contemptuous  current ;  so  borne  down 
By  the  accumulated  wave  of  griefs, 
The  feeble  barrier  between  life  and  death 
Gave  way,  as  with  one  mighty  spasm  of  woe, 
His  eyes  upturned  to  Heaven,  the  sufferer  cried 
"'Tis  finished!"  and  He  bowed  His  head  and  died. 

Oh  !  then  the  Earth,  that  while  the  pendant  hour 
Witheld  the  issue  of  the  event,  lay  couched 
Q 
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In  darkness  as  unwilling  to  behold 
Crime  so  prodigious  ;  hoping  that  eclipse 
Might  give  the  scene  to  wear  but  as  a  dream 
To  after-time  ;  unable  to  contain 
With  unaccompanying  sign  that  marvel  more  ; 
To  all  her  deep  foundations  shuddering  sighed, 
And  quaked,  and  shook  the  very  gates  of  Hell. 
Death  heard  that  sigh  and  trembled  on  his  throne, 
His  arm  uplifted  stayed,  and  paralysed 
He  let  the  sceptre  fall,  while  out  of  Hades 
The  phantoms  of  the  dead  came  thronging  fast. 

Unnoted  nowhere  was  that  miracle. 
Where'er  man  dwelt  on  Alp  or  Appenine, 
From  Himmaleh  to  Andes,  and  beyond 
The  utmost  stretch  of  mountain  range,  and  far 
Away  to  ocean's  isles  and  ocean's  bound  ; 
Whether  in  shade  of  high  Caucasian  ridge 
His  home  were  made  ;  or  where,  with  lurid  glare 
Terrific,  northern  Hecla  frights  the  gaze 
Of  Scandinavian  peasant ;  or  amid 
The  Barcan  wild  ;  or  else  pavilioned  near 
Where  Indian  Ganges  rolls  his  idol  wave, 
Kuthless  and  fair;  or  where,  in  western  world, 
The  Oregon  and  Mississippi  pour 
Q  2 
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Their  tide  of  endless  waters,  that  eclipse 

Was  seen,  and  that  tremendous  earthquake  felt. 


But  down  among  the  charnels  of  the  dead 
Was  wrought  the  strangest  miracle  of  all. 
There  many  a  mouldered  old  anatomy 
Eesiuned  its  scattered  atoms.     Swift  as  light 
From  darkness  instant  was  evoked,  when  God 
At  birth  of  Time  commanded,  so  even  now 
Instant  the  dread  analysis  of  Death 
Was  checked,  and  from  corruption  essences 
Emancipate  returned,  and  formed  again 
Their  ancient  combinations ;  and  dry  bones 
Disjointed  joined  again  in  symmetry, 
The  garb  of  flesh  put  on,  once  more  invest 
With  veins  innumerable,  and  arteries 
Whose  perfect  work  performed ;  and  man  revived, 
Eeplete  with  all  the  mechanism  of  life  ; 
Then  the  graves  opened  and  the  dead  arose. 
0  »  t>  <:;-.  0 


DIRGE. 

Winter  bloweth  overhead, 

All  the  land  is  drest  in  snow, 

White  and  weird-like  cerements  spread 
For  the  noble  heart  laid  low. 

Now  the  winter  nights  are  on, 

And  the  northern  tempests  rave  ; 

And  my  heart  is  frozen  stone, 

Like  the  marble  of  thy  grave. 

Spring  shall  come  with  hip  and  haw, 
Sunny  skies  shall  laugh  apart ; 

But  no  spring-tide  sun  can  thaw 
The  chill  winter  of  my  heart. 
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And  the  year  shall  flit  away, 

Leaving  treasures  at  thy  grave, 

Mosses  on  the  head-stone  grey, 
Daisies  on  the  sod  to  wave. 

I  shall  watch  the  Summer  wane, 

Mark  the  last  red  Autumn  tinge, 

In  the  Winter  see  again 

Branches  decked  with  snowy  fringe. 

The  chill  winter  of  my  breast, 

With  the  seasons,  knows  no  change ; 
Thou  canst  never  leave  thy  rest, 

Through  the  year  with  me  to  range. 

Oft  thy  memory  comes  to  me, 

Like  a  voice  of  other  lands, 
Like  a  letter  o'er  the  sea ; — 

"  Thou  and  I  have  shaken  hands." 
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STANZAS. 

"Love  not!" — There  was  a  magic  in  the  voice, 
I  cared  not  for  the  words ;  'twas  that  alone 

Suffused  the  soul  with  re-awakened  joys, 

Joys  that  sick  sorrow  deemed  for  ever  flown. 

Sure  such  a  voice  is  Heaven's  and  not  of  Earth, 
The  tone  how  far  the  bitter  words  above! 

For  they  might  blight  the  blossom  in  the  birth, 

Thy  voice  belied  them  whispering  tenderest  love. 

Oh !  like  a  dream  that  soothes  the  ruffled  spirit, 
Born  of  the  slumbrous  shadows  of  the  Night, 

Thy  music  came ;  the  heart  was  hushed  to  hear  it, 
And  trembled  with  a  new  and  vague  delight ! 
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As  when,  through  twilight  o'er  the  waters  stealing, 
The  pure  pale  orescent  moonbeam  faintly  glistens, 

And  from  the  distance  comes  the  curfew's  pealing, 
The  boatman  rests  upon  his  oars  and  listens ; 

So  on  thy  music  did  I  hang  love-charmed, 
Love  born  within  me,  like  a  rising  day, 

Nor  grief  dared  whisper,  for  the  sounds  that  warmed 
Waved  the  unuttered  thoughts  of  Woe  away. 

And  fickle  Fancy  framed  a  wild  weird  lay, 

Of  Love  that  scornedthe  withered  ghost  of  sorrow, 

And  deemed  the  flickering  beam  the  fuller  day, 

And  that  her  night  of  grief  had  found  a  morrow. 

And  is  it  so  ?  Ah  foolish  exultation ! 

Why  to  so  happy  a  shrine  thine  offering  bring  ? 
Yoke  not  another  to  thy  desolation, 

This  heart  is  but  a  wounded  broken  thing ! 

Bury  this  new  delight  in  the  open  grave, 
Of  old  affection !  Eest  in  thine  undoing, 

No  more  to  Love  but  kinder  grief  a  slave ! 

Hope  may  not  dwell  in  this  deserted  ruin. 
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But  still  that  voice,  whose  music  woke  delight 
That  overcame  awhile  my  deep  dejection, 

In  Memory's  hold,  shall,  like  a  quenchless  light, 
Live  on,  and  soothe  my  saddest  recollection ! 


SONG. 

i. 
Two  years  ago  1  and  thou  and  I 

Were  happy  in  each  other's  love  ; 
No  cloud  obscured  our  morning  sky, 

But  all  was  bright  and  calm  above  ; 
Sweet  as  a  dream,  Time's  gliding  stream 

For  us  with  warm  delights  did  flow, 
And  fairy  garlands  round  us  twined ; 

How  dear  was  life,  two  years  ago  ! 


ii. 
Two  years  ago !  all,  woe  is  me  ! 

Our  fairest  visions  fade  away ; 
No  longer  Love,  for  me  and  thee, 

Makes  glad  the  heart  and  bright  the  day. 
Far  from  my  side,  another's  bride, 

No  more  this  anguished  breast  can  know 
The  hope,  the  joy,  the  bounding  bliss, 

That  once  were  mine,  two  years  ago  ! 


LAMENT    OF     AN    OLD    MAN. 

i. 
I  am  old  and  sad  and  grey, 
And  many  a  weary  day 
I  have  walked  the  world  in  sorrow  for  my  dear  ones 
passed  away; 

And  my  heart  is  winter  cold, 
For  Love's  dear  days  of  gold, 
And  the  sunny  summertime  of  life  I  ne'er  more  shall 

behold, 
When   thou  didst    make  an  Eden  of  my  manhood, 
Isabel ! 
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II. 

Ere  my  breast  was  full  of  care, 
Ere,  like  a  grim  despair, 
This  unbefriended,  hapless,  lorn  old  age  sat  freezing 
there ; 

When  I  deemed  that  Time  no  wrong 
Could  do,  but,  ever  young, 
My  soul  should  thrid  the  bowers  of  Love  singing  the 

self-same  song, 
And  the  burden  of  that  measure  should  be  thy  name, 
Isabel ! 

in. 
Even  still  in  Memory, 
Those  features  I  can  see, 
As  on  that  happy  Sabbath-eve  thine  eyes  were  fixed 
on  me, 

When  beside  the  bridge  we  stood, 
And  the  heavens  with  love  o'erflowed, 
And  we  murmured  out  our  vows  together  in  the  ear 

of  God, 
And  they  beam  with  love,  as  then  they  beamed  upon 
me,  Isabel ! 
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Though  many  sought  thy  hand, 
Who  riches  could  command, 
A  simple  poet's  heart  to  thee  was  more  than  house  or 
land; 

Though  the  squire  could  not  brook, 

That  his  daughter  deigned  to  look 

With  favour  on  the  orphan-lad  who  dwelt  beside  the 

brook, 
Thou  didst  not  scorn  to   share   my  lowly   cottage, 
Isabel ! 


And  when  one  day  'twas  said, 
That  on  a  fevered  bed, 
And    watched   alone  by    strangers,  delirious  I  was 
laid ; 

Though  thy  sire  in  wrathful  pride, 

When  thou  askedst  to  come  denied, 

Thou  brav'dst  his  ire  devotedly  and  hastenedst  to  my 

side, 
And  tended  st  me  in  sickness,  my  faithful  Isabel ; 
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IV. 

And  when  I  left  my  bed, 
What  prayers  by  thee  were  made 
To  thy  father,  till  his  heart  was  melted  towards  me, 
and  he  said, 

That  he  long  had  been  too  hard 
In  witholding  his  regard, 
That  he  knew  thy  heart  was  mine,  and  he  bade  me 

gently  guard 
The  treasure  I  had  won,  my  pure  and  peerless  Isabel ! 


It  was  on  an  Autumn  day, 
And  the  cornfields  glistened  gay, 
And  the  purple  fruit  hung  clustering  when,  from  thy 
home  away, 

I  bore  thee  forth  a  bride, 
Across  the  cornfields  wide, 
And  carelessly  along  the  grave-strewn  churchyard's 

sunniest  side ; — 
The  sun  shines  there  upon  thy  grave,  to-day,  my  Isabel ! 
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Seven  Springs  came  budding  forth, 
Seven  Autumns  strewed  the  Earth 
With  plenty,  seven  "Winters  thou  didst  glad  my  cottage 
hearth ; 

Two  smiling  babes  you  bore  me, 
And  then  you  went  before  me, 
So  you  said  upon  your  death-bed,  to  a  home  of  endless 

glory; 
Seven  years  of  love,  and  then  the  angels  took  you, 
Isabel ! 

IX. 

I  did  not  shriek  or  rave 
When  they  laid  you  in  the  grave, 
I  scarcely  wept,  though  all  my  heart  was  like  a  pent- 
up  wave, 

But  I  calmed  the  inward  strife, 
Though  the  glory  from  my  life 
With  thee  departed  hence,  my  beautiful  and  angel  wife ! 
And  the  cloud  and  shadow  darkened  round  my  fireside, 
Isabel ! 
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X. 

I  conquered  my  despair, 
For  the  sweet  and  smiling  pair, 
The  infant  legacy  you  left  demanded  all  my  care  ; 
For  them,  with  anxious  heart, 
I  sought  the  busy  mart, 
And  toiled  for  gold,  and  changed  the  poet's  for  the 

trader's  part, 
And  Fortune's  gifts  were  showered  down  upon  me, 
Isabel. 


0  labour  spent  in  vain, 
0  fruitless  toil  for  gain, 
The  freezing   blight   of  sickness   nipt   my   darling 
blossoms  twain ; 

The  fever  in  one  day 
Bore  both  my  buds  away, 
To  bloom  with  thee  in  Paradise  beneath  the  Eternal 

ray; 
They  slumber  with  thee  in  the  village  churchyard, 
Isabel ! 
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Though  wealth  be  mine,  'tis  vain ; 
Though  men  in  greed  of  gain 
Misdeem  me  happy,  I  would  lavish  all  but  to  obtain 
One  glimpse  of  those  in  Heaven, 
My  dear  ones  early  riven ; 
Oh !  better  far  to  me,  than  all  the  wealth  and  honour 

given, 
One  smile  of  thine,  from  out  thine  Eden-home,  dear 
Isabel ! 


I  am  old  and  sad  and  gray, 
And  many  a  weary  day 
I  have  walked  the  world  in  sorrow  for  my  dear  ones 
passed  away ; 

In  my  loneliness  I  pine 
For  that  dear  life  of  thine ; 
Blessed  be  God!  though  desolate,  one  bright  hope 

still  is  mine 
Life  wanes  apace,  we  soon  shall  meet  in  Heaven,  my 
Isabel ! 


LOVE. 

"lis  sweet  to  wander  out  away  beyond  the  haunts  of 

men, 
To  leave  the  city  far  behind  and  seek  the  lonesome  glen, 
To  catch  the  soft  and  stilly  murmur  of  the  waving 

trees, 
And  hear  the  wild  notes  of  the  bird  come  warbling  on 

the  breeze, 
To  hark  the  merry  waterfall,  with  cadence  low  and 

sweet, 
As  gleefully  it  flings  the  freshening  spray  about  our 

feet, 
Make  music  all  around  us,  while  the  cloudless  sky 

above 
Bends  over  us  in  beauty  and  looks  down  onus  in  love. 

There's  not  a  flower  adorns  the  dell,  nor  leaf  that 

clothes  the  tree, 
Nor  breeze  that  whispers  on  the  air  but  tells  of  love 

to  me, 

K 


258  lovk. 

But  speaks  in  language  nobler  far  than  wisest  sage 

can  time, 
Or  poet  weave  in  all  the  pompous  eloquence  of  rhyme, 
Of  that  Eternal  Father,  who  gave  us  life  and  breath, 
Who  fashioned  the  bright  heaven  on  high,  the  boun- 
teous earth  beneath, 
And  showers  upon  us  evermore  rich  blessings  from 

above, 
And  makes  the  lowliest  things  to  teem  with  tokens  of 
his  love. 


There  is  no  discord  in  the  world  to   mar  the  happy 

strain, 
That  echoes  through  the  universe,  no  sorrow  and  no 

pain 
That  God  hath  made ;    'tis  Man  alone,  who  in  this 

Paradise 
Of  love  and  beauty,  that  on  every  hand  around  us  lies, 
In  selfish  mockery  of  God  hath  hushed  great  Nature's 

song, 
And  made  of  Life  a  hideous  scene  of  sin  and  spoil  and 

wrong ; 
'Tis  Man  alone,  of  all  that  breathes  in  sight  of  Heaven 

above, 

h2 
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Hath  jarred  tlie  harmony  of  life  and  blurred  the  page 
of  love. 


0  Son  of  Man !  go  forth  with  me  into  the  fields  and 

learn 
The  lesson  of  a  nobler  life,  and  back  to  life  return  ! 
For  dead  thou  art,  whilst  like  a  worm  thus  grovelling 

on  the  sod ; 
Oh  let  the  faery  page  of  Nature  win  thee  back  to  God ! 
In  flower,  in  field  and  star  the  broadly-written  lesson 

scan, 
Of  the  great  Parentage  of  God  the  Brotherhood  of 

Man; 
There's  love  is  writ  in  glade  and  glen,  and  in  the  sky 

above, 
The  true  vocation  of  the  soul  is  Love,  Immortal  Love. 


TO-DAY. 

To-day  is  thine  for  act  and  thought, 

Oh,  trust  not  to  the  morrow  ! 
Nor  leave  undone  the  purposed  good! 

Delay  will  bring  thee  sorrow; 
Each  moment,  hour  and  day  are  given 

To  lengthen  thy  probation ; 
Then  work,  and  in  the  sight  of  Heaven 

Accomplish  thy  vocation. 

To-day  is  thine  for  penitence 
For  sins  of  days  departed ; 

The  scales  hang  trembling  in  suspense, 
And  Satan  may  be  thwarted  : 
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To-day  the  Mighty  One  awaits 
The  chains  of  sin  to  sever ; 

To-morrow  Death  may  storm  thy  gates, 
And  show  thee  lost  for  ever. 

To-day  is  thine  for  prayer  and  praise, 

For  holy  purpose  given ; 
As  though  it  were  thy  last  of  days, 

Devote  it  unto  Heaven, 
With  pure  and  consecrated  breast ; 

So  God  shall  be  entreated, 
And  peaceful  conscience  speak  thee  blest, 

The  duteous  day  completed. 

To-day  is  thine  for  charity, 

To  aid  thy  suffering  neighbour  ; 
If  Love  be  stranger  to  thy  heart, 

Then  vain  is  all  thy  labour. 
To-day  the  friendly  hand  put  forth 

And  cheer  the  breast  of  sorrow, 
And  shouldst  thou  see  to-morrow's  sun, 

These  things  repeat  to-morrow. 


THE     SOUL. 


All  bodied  shapes  beneath  the  sun, 
Men,  nations,  tribes  and  tongues  are  mortal ; 

They  have  their  day, 

Then  die  away, 
Only  the  spirit  is  immortal. 

ii. 
The  finer  essence  that  pervades, 
And  flows  through  all  things,  like  a  river, 
While  forms  decay, 
Persues  its  way 
And  mingles  with  the  Great  "For  Ever." 
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III. 

The  wise,  the  brave,  the  good  must  die, 
The  names  of  heroes  and  of  sages 

Grow  dim  with  Time, 

The  soul  sublime 
Of  deed  and  thought  fills  all  the  ages. 

IV. 

In  ever  fresh  and  radiant  robes 
She  clothes  her  being's  blinding  glory, 

O'erleaps  the  bar, 

And,  like  a  star, 
Orbs  cycling  with  the  round  of  story. 

v. 
Let  form  and  system  pass  away, 
And  shroud  and  bury  the  dead  mortal ! 
Mere  sense  of  eye 
'Tis  well  should  die, 
But  the  free  spirit  is  immortal. 


STANZAS. 

WRITTEN    IN    DEJECTION. 

The  sim  is  warm,  the  lark  sings  loud 

Lost  in  the  Heaven's  azure  hue ; 
Nor  lightest  winged  wandering  cloud 

Appears  to  mar  the  unspotted  blue  : 
Cloudless  and  calm  the  sky  above, 

And  calm  the  wide  and  boundless  deep ; 
All  things  around  me  breathe  of  love, 

Tet  I  alone  of  all  things  weep. 


And  little  children  on  the  sands, 

With  hearts  of  childhood's  sweet  unrest, 
That  laugh,  and  shout,  and  clap  their  hands 

To  fright  the  sea-bird  from  his  nest, 
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Are  sporting  in  the  noontide  beam ; 

Unheeded  by  the  warm  hours  creep, 
Like  spirits  of  a  joyous  dream ; 

Alas  !  I  only  dream  to  weep ! 


The  plashing  of  the  waves  at  play, 

The  glory  of  the  bounding  sea, 
The  bright  and  lovely  summer  day 

Are  things  of  joy,  but  ah!  to  me 
No  touch  of  gladness  can  they  bring, 

Or  lull  my  restless  woe  to  sleep, 
Or  rob  my  sorrow  of  her  sting, 

Or  bid  mine  eyes  to  cease  to  weep. 


Nor  children's  shouts,  nor  summer's  smiles 

Can  break  the  mesh  around  me  thrown, 
Or  free  from  these  despotic  toils 

And  hurl  the  enchanter  from  his  throne ; 
For  oh !  a  spell  is  given  to  Grief, 

O'er  this  worn  heart  his  rule  to  keep, 
That  finds  in  tears  a  strange  relief, 

And  but  delights  alone  to  weep. 
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Yet  to  the  soul  disconsolate 

Are  hope  and  joy  not  all  denied, 
Nor  am  I  wholly  desolate 

But  things  wear  still  "a  sunny  side  ;" 
To  me  amid  my  woe  is  given 

To  cast  a  gaze  beyond  the  deep, 
Beholding  there  the  shores  of  Heaven, 

AVhere  I  at  length  shall  cease  to  weep. 


THE     DAISY. 

I  love  to  steal  away,  whene'er  I  can, 
Beyond  the  haunts  of  worldly  men  and  go 
Far  forth  into  the  fields ;  where  not  a  wind 
That  blows,  where  not  a  flower  that  decks  the  bank, 
Where  not  a  dew-drop  glistening  on  the  spray, 
Where  not  a  downward-glancing  ray  of  sunshine 
But  preaches  unto  me,  and  louder  far 
And  more  convincing  than  most  laboured  logic, 
Speaks  to  the  heart,  all-eloquent  of  God, 
A  token  of  his  sympathy  with  Man. 

But  little  sympathy  I  find  in  towns ; 
The  strife  and  jar  of  warring  interests 
There  drown  the  melodies  of  earnest  song ; 
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And  mid  the  crowd  of  busy  selfish  men, 
They  will  not  give  the  poet  room  ;  he  trills 
The  carol  of  a  life  that  is  not  their  life ; 
On  the  world's  ear  his  song  unheeded  falls. 

They  blight  my  best  songs  oftimes  in  the  bud, 
Would  it  were  otherwise  !  For  oh  !  my  heart 
Yearns  towards  mankind.     But  out  amid  the  fields 
There's  nought  to  check  my  soaring ;  like  a  lark 
I  rise  on  pinions  of  swift  song,  pour  out 
My  deep  emotion  in  my  Maker's  ear, 
And  bathe  in  atmosphere  of  holiest  love. 

To-day  I  sought  the  meadows  that  I  love, 
Though  Winter  hath  not  yet  relinquished  quite 
The  sceptre  of  the  changing  months,  nor  yet 
Hath  Nature  donned  her  spring  attire ;  so  sweet 
An  invitation  gave  the  cloudless  sky, 
And  by  the  sun  so  warmly  seconded, 
Who  made  for  me  a  day  of  spring  in  all 
Save  leaves  and  verdure, — "Wherefore  stay  at  home? 
Bright  is  the  morn  and  bright  the  city  spires 
With  sunshine,  but  oh  !  brighter  are  the  fields  ; 
To-day  the  birds  are  vocal,  oh,  come  forth 
And  join  thy  song  to  their  songs!" — And  I  went. 
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A  favorite  stroll,  out  at  the  northern  suburb, 
A  mile  along  the  lanes,  then  past  the  wood, 
Up  the  hill-path  on  to  the  breezy  hill-top, 
That  overlooks  sweet  Hornsey ;  there  to  muse 
On  many  things,  while  seated  on  the  stile, 
Where,  when  an  eager  boy,  ten  years  ago, 
I  carved  the  ambitious  letters  of  my  name. 

But  lo !  just  peeping  into  view  a  daisy, 
The  earliest  of  the  year ;  I  will  not  pluck  thee, 
Thou  pretty  harbinger  of  coming  spring ; 
Bloom  on,  and  as  thy  fellows  rise  around  thee, 
Tell  them  that  thou  art  celebrate  in  song. 

How  deep  an  influence,  Daisy,  thou  hast  wrought 
Upon  my  heart,  sweet  unpretending  floweret ! 
For  I  am  one  of  those  within  whose  breasts 
A  little  thing  can  stir  up  strong  emotions  ; 
The  chirking  of  a  summer  grasshopper, 
An  eddy  curling  in  a  river-stream, 
The  falling  of  a  flake  of  snow  in  winter, 
The  simple  budding  of  an  early  flower 
Are  things  to  waken  up  more  lasting  thought 
Within  this  sensitive  brain,  than  all  the  strange 
Events  belonging  unto  courts  and  crowns. 
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For  thou  art  there  a  type  of  human  life, 
And,  as  the  babe,  sweet  blossom  of  a  love 
That  years  can  change  not,  just  bestowed  upon  me, 
Wilt  bloom  thy  day  and  beautify  the  fields, 
Doomed  then  to  wither,  fall  away  and  die. 
Die  1  but  to  rebloom  with  returning  years, 
And  so  doth  human  life  rebloom  in  Heaven. 


DEATH. 

Soft,  for  she  sleepeth ! 

She  lieth  still  and  motionless  ; 

Her  bosom's  beat  is  bushed, 

And  not  the  light  pulsation  of  a  breath 

Disturbs  the  pallid  lips. 

A  beauty  not  of  earth 

Rests  on  that  moveless  countenance, 

Fair  emblem  of  repose  ! 

She  lies  as  in  a  picture, 

Transfigured  in  the  glory 

Of  some  high-thoughted  dream 

Her  waking  moments  knew  not. 
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And  is  this  Sleep '?  Ay  !  Sleep 

That  knows  no  mortal  waking. 

Draw  softly  draw  the  curtains, 

Shut  out  the  daylight  now, 

Nor  let  it  mock  the  sleeper. 

Draw  softly  draw  the  curtains  round, 

And  let  a  holy  silence, 

As  in  wide  arms  of  God  enfold  her, 

For  she  is  dead. 

Bring  the  cold  coffin  out 

And  let  it  be  her  cradle ; 

There  fix  the  record  of  her  name  and  age, 

For  the  grim  dwellers  of  the  mould  to  gaze  on. 

Bring  out  the  dismal  hearse, 

Bring  out  the  waving  plumes, 

Bring  out  the  sable  pall, 

Bring  out  the  stately  horses 

Of  the  chariot  of  Death ; 

Carry  her  in  slow  procession 

To  her  dreary  resting  place. 

She  was  beautiful, 
And  good  as  beautiful, 
So  make  a  funeral  show, 
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Feathers  and  velvet  and  the  like, 

For  people  in  the  street  to  gaze  on. 

Nor  be  a  knell  untolled, 

Nor  requiem  be  unsung, 

Nor  homily  unsaid, 

Let  all  due  rituals  be  observed ! 

And  let  the  sculptor  come, 

And  rear  a  monument 

Above  the  narrow  sod, 

And  grave  in  golden  letters 

The  praises  of  the  dead, 

For  callous  hearts  to  laugh  at ! 

Ay !  Beautify  the  grave  of  Beauty, 

And  fence  it  round  with  iron ! 

Ah!  where  are  all  her  sister  flowers, 

The  little  daisy,  and  the  violet, 

And  sprigs  of  mournful  myrtle  where  are  they  ? 

They  may  not  weep  upon  their  sister's  grave ; 

For  there  is  costly  marble  reared, 

For  vulgar  eyes  to  gaze  upon, 

And  marvel  at  its  richness. 

The  grim  dwellers  of  the  mould 
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Come  from  their  caverned  homes  and  say, 
Who  is  this  intruder? 
She  is  very  fair  and  lovely, 
And  the  ritual  hath  been  said, 
"Wedded  bride  unto  the  worm, 
We'll  feast  upon  her  beauty. 

Go  to  Life-wanderer !  read  this  little  tale 
And  ask  if  this  be  Death  ?  Oh!  then  go  forth 
Into  the  sunny  fields,  and  cast  thine  eye 
Around  thee.     Watch  the  little  grasses  waving 
About  thy  path,  and  the  sweet  flowers  springing 
Beneath  thy  feet !  All  these  must  die;  but  they 
Shall  sow  the  dust  of  grass  and  flowers  to  be. 
So  Death,  the  seedsman,  flings  abroad  the  grain 
For  the  great  harvest  of  Immortal  Life. 
And  soon  the  King  shall  send  his  reapers  forth, 
And  gather  the  ripe  sheaves  into  his  barn, 
And  the  glad  music  of  the  Harvest  Home 
Shall  be  the  songs  of  jubilant  souls  in  Heaven. 
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STANZAS. 

I  sit  at  my  open  casement 

And  quaff  the  pure  fresh  breeze, 
While  the  linnets  a  silver  warble 

Are  making  mid  the  trees ; 
Their  songs  will  soon  be  over, 

For  the  day  is  dying  apace ; 
And  o'er  all  the  landscape  the  twilight 

Sheds  its  soft  shadowy  grace. 


In  among  the  clover 

The  little  children  wade, 
With  shouts,  that  ring  all  over 

Hill-top,  slope  and  glade ; 
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They  enter  my  chamber-casement, 
They  enter  this  heart  of  mine, 

And  re-kindle  the  torch  of  gladness 
In  this  deserted  shrine. 


Oh  !  sweet  are  the  shouts  of  the  children, 

And  sweet  is  the  song-birds'  singing, 
And  sweet  are  the  pure  fresh  breezes, 

Their  perfumes  round  me  flinging  ; 
But,  oh !  sweeter  the  day  of  my  childhood, 

For  ever  and  ever  gone  ; 
And  sweetest  of  all  my  youth  with  its  loves 

And  its  hopes  and  ardours  flown. 


Let  me  live  over  again 

Those  days  in  memory, 
Ere  the  darkness  of  Night  hath  descended 

O'er  garden  and  lawn  and  lea  ; 
For  the  Present  its  sorrow  and  sadness 

With  Night  is  linked  fast ; 
But  the  gentle,  calm,  cool  twilight 

Breathes  only  of  the  Past. 


Stay,  stay  ye  happy  visions 

Of  a  departed  day  ! 
Oh,  that  I  were  a  child  again  ! 

Stay,  happy  visions  stay  ! 
Darker  the  shadows  gather, 

My  fancies  change  the  while, 
And  the  white  moon  rises  and  looks  at  me, 

With  her  strange  and  scornful  smile. 


Oh !  well  I  remember  the  scorner, 

That  chilled  the  warmth  hi  my  breast, 
In  the  days  of  my  wild  and  passionate  youth, 

"With  her  cold  blue  eyes  at  rest ; 
Ay !  calm  and  cold  as  thou  pale  moon, 

While  I  pleaded,  she  gazed  on  me  ; 
0  Moon !  they  call  thee  maiden ; 

That  maiden  how  like  thee ! 


Avaunt  grim  mocking  ghost  of  Love  ! 

Why  do  the  dead  arise, 
Amid  my  sweetest  memories, 

With  their  sorrow-clouded  eyes  ? 
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0  solemn  Night,  thy  sable  folds 

Spread  round  me  I  Hide  the  flow 

Of  my  tears  !  And  let  only  the  stars  behold 
My  secret  silent  woe ! 


THE  BONNIE  LASS  OF  PATTEEDALE. 

The  soft  wind  from  the  mountain  blows 
And  gently  sighs  along  the  vale, 

While  wave  the  daisies  on  the  grave 
O'  the  bonnie  lass  o'  Patterdale. 

Oh  sweet  is  the  mountain  wind  that  blows, 

And  sweet  are  the  flowers  that  deck  the  vale ! 

But  the  sweetest  flower  that  blossomed  there 
Was  Mary,  lass  o'  Patterdale. 

She  seemed  a  maiden  formed  for  love, 
The  pride  was  she  of  all  the  vale, 

So  young,  so  fair,  so  pure  o'  heart 

Was  the  bonnie  lass  o'  Patterdale. 
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No  trouble  vext  her  light  blue  eye, 

Her  cheeks  were  fresh  as  the  morning  gale, 

And  her  curls  were  like  golden  clouds  that  float 
At  sunset  eve  o'er  Patterdale. 

He  came,  a  youth  o'  gentle  mien, 

To  the  lowly  cottage  in  the  vale; 

A  stranger  youth,  he  won  the  heart 
0'  the  bonnie  lass  o'  Patterdale. 

Ah  blythe  was  the  love  in  her  bly the  young  heart, 
That  leapt  up  at  the  sound  o'  the  guileful  tale, 

And  tender  the  tear  in  her  light  blue  eye, 
0,  the  bonnie  lass  of  Patterdale ! 

He  told  his  love  and  he  won  her  heart — 
Ah,  me  !  it  was  but  the  old  sad  tale  ! 

For  he  stole  the  bloom  and  broke  the  trust 
0'  the  fairest  flower  in  Patterdale. 

They  show  her  grave  in  the  old  church  yard, 
There  the  daisies  weep  and  sighs  the  gale, 

And  they  tell  the  tale  o'  the  broken  heart 
0'  the  bonnie  lass  o'  Patterdale. 

1853. 


HUMBLE    MUSIC. 

Song  sounds  not  less  musically, 
Swelling  upward  from  the  valley, 
Like  a  fresh  aspiring  fountain, 
Than  when  rolling  from  the  mountain, 
Like  an  avalanche. 

Let  the  strong  impulsive  spirit, 
Who  hath  gained  the  lofty  summit, 
Fling  his  loud  melodious  thunder 
Down  the  hills  and  make  with  wonder 
Tremble  every  leaf  and  branch. 

Warbling  music  in  the  valley, 
Thorough  pleasant  grot  and  alley, 
Theming  many  a  joyous  matter, 
Unambitious  I  will  scatter 

Forth  my  songs,  like  spray ; 

Hymning  measures  calm  and  holy ; 
Deeming  that  the  poor  and  lowly 
Will  not  scorn  the  humble  singer, 
Will  not  slight  the  music-bringer, 

Will  not  wish  the  bard  away. 


THEY  SAY  THOU  AET  DEAD  MY  BEAUTIFUL. 

They  say  thou  art  dead  my  Beautiful, 

That  thy  life's  young  dream  is  over ; 

They  say  that  Death  giveth  never  an  ear 

To  the  wild  "Come  back!"  of  the  lover. 

They  tell  me,  no  more  in  these  passionate  arms 

Of  mine  shall  I  ever  hold  thee ; 
That  thy  narrow  grave  is  already  made, 

And  waiteth  to  infold  thee. 

And  my   heart-breaking   cry  goeth  up  through  the 
Night, 

To  the  gates  of  Heaven  pleading, 
Whither  the  angels  have  borne  thee  away, 

Of  me  and  my  love  unheeding. 
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'Tis  said,  that  crowned  with  glory  there, 

Beyond  the  starry  portal, 
Thou  hast  forgotten  thy  love  to  me, 

In  the  light  of  a  love  immortal. 

But  'tis  false,  for  thy  vows  to  me  are  pledged, 

The  vows  of  a  stainless  spirit ; 
And  I  know  that  to  Love  and  to  me  thou  art  true, 

In  the  Heaven  thou  dost  inherit. 

And  though  dead  to  the  world,  thou  ai-t  not  dead 

To  me  and  to  my  sorrow ; 
Though  cold  is  the  clay,  they  will  bear  away 

From  me  to  the  churchyard  to-morrow. 

But  e'en  now  in  thy  Father's  house  above, 

That  mansion  of  light  and  wonder, 
Thou  art  bound  to  the  Earth  by  links  of  love, 

That  Death  cannot  rend  asunder. 

Alive  thou  art  in  this  heart  of  mine ; 

Oh !  more  alive  than  ever. 
The  woman  is  dead  ;  but  the  angel  and  I 

Shall  now  be  parted  never. 
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Henceforth,  whatever  sunbeams  shine 

Or  storms  of  sorrow  wrestle, 
That  angel,  known  of  me  alone, 

Within  this  heart  shall  nestle. 

Yet  one  more  kiss  for  the  cold,  cold  clay, 

That  lies  so  calm  in  slumber ; 
But  for  thee,  dear  angel-guest,  a  love 

Through  years  without  end  or  number  : 

A  love  through  life,  and  till  herald  Age 

Shall  give  the  spirit  warning 
Of  the  Maker's  will,  and  till  Death  shall  ope 

The  gates  of  the  marriage-morning ; 

And  on  through  all  the  beautiful  years 

Of  everlasting  wonder, 
When  the  vows  which  we  have  vowed  on  Earth 

Shall  find  fulfilment  yonder. 

They  say  thou  art  dead,  my  Beautiful ! 

That  thy  life's  young  dream  is  over, 
But  I  know  where  the  dreamer  dwells, 

And  her  dreams  are  still  of  her  lover. 


BY    THE     SEA-SIDE.* 

I  sat  on  the  beach  by  the  waters 
And  gazed  far  out  on  the  Sea, 

While  the  restless  song  of  the  Ocean 
Came  borne  on  the  breeze  to  me ; 

With  its  magical  intonations 

And  its  wild  weird  minstrelsy, 

Like  a  voice  of  chastened  sorrow 

From  the  days  and  the  years  gone  by. 

And  out  on  the  far  horizon, 

In  the'light  of  the  setting  sun, 

I  saw  the  stately  vessels 

Sail  onward,  one  by  one. 

♦Set  to  music  by  John.  L.  Hatton,  Esq.,  and  Published  by  Messrs. 
Boosey,  Holies  Street,  Cavendish  Square. 


2HB  BY    THE    SEA-SIDE. 

Till  one  by  one,  they  faded, 

Amid  the  dying  day, 
Like  the  shapes  of  our  youthful  visions, 

That  as  swiftly  glide  away. 

And,  as  slowly  the  gathering  shadows 
Descended  o'er  shore  and  sea, 

I  thought  of  the  dream  and  the  shadow, 
Thus,  imaged  out  to  me. 

The  eager  dream  of  boyhood, 

When,  out  on  the  Ocean  of  life, 

The  early  song  of  the  spirit 
Is  heard  above  the  strife. 

A  song  unburdened  by  sorrow, 

Like  an  angel-voice  from  above, 

In  this  evil  world  that  whispers 
Of  Liberty,  Truth,  and  Love. 

Ere  we  have  to  front  the  battle, 
And  breast  the  storms  of  fate  ! 

Ere  we  make  our  sad  acquaintance 

With  Tyranny,  Falsehood,  and  Hate. 
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Till  at  length  in  the  thick  of  the  contest, 

That  all  our  hope  derides, 
In  the  wail  of  lamentation, 

The  song  of  our  youth  subsides. 

And  like  those  vessels  fading 

Amid  the  dying  day, 
Our  cherished  aspirations, 

And  dear  hopes  pass  away. 

And  Darkness  and  desolation 

Descend  on  the  soul  in  pain, 
That  still  looks  vainly  backward, 

On  days  that  can  come  ne'er  again. 

Till,  like  a  shelterless  vessel 

On  the  wild  tumultuous  wave, 
The  spirit's  one  desire 

Is  the  haven  of  the  grave. 

And  at  length  the  night  so  longed  for 
Creeps  round  with  welcome  Death, 

And  the  soul  of  man  returneth 

To  the  God  who  gave  him  breath. 
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And  thus,  as,  with  strange  emotion, 
I  gazed  far  forth  on  the  Sea, 

The  song  and  the  surge  of  the  Ocean 
Seemed  to  image  life  to,  me. 

But  e'en  like  those  vessels  departed 

To  lands  across  the  wave, 
I  know  that  the  soul  shall  inherit 

A  realm  beyond  the  grave. 

A  better  and  holier  region, 

A  brighter  and  happier  shore, 

Where  the  tumult,  the  strife,  and  the  sorrow 
Shall  vex  her  nevermore. 


S  0  N  G. 

"true  love  oan  ne'ei:  decay." 

By  Mrs.  Emma  Matson.* 

i. 
Love  on,  love  on,  the  life  you  lead  is  gay ; 

Affection  decks  Life's  path  with  fairy  flowers, 
And  clothes  the  years  in  one  perpetual  May ; 

Oh !  Love  indeed  makes  blissful  all  the  hours ; 
Love  on !  Love  on ! 


Love  on,  love  on;  Ah!  what  though  envious  Time 
Bedim  the  light  that  lamps  the  lustrous  eye, 

Streak  the  luxuriant  locks  with  hoary  rime, 

And  all  the  blushing  hue  of  health  destroy, 
Love  on !  Love  on ! 

in. 
Love  on,  love  on ;  True  Love  can  ne'er  decay  ; 

O'er  the  fond  head  his  blossoms  aye  shall  wave, : 
A  garland  fair  that  ne'er  can  fade  away, 

But  brighter  still  shall  bloom  beyond  the  grave  ; 
Love  on !  Love  on ! 

*  Set  to  Music  by  W.  H.  Aldridge,  Esq.,  and  Published  by  .Messrs. 

Chappell  and  Sons,  New  Bond  Street. 
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ODE. 

August,  1856. 

'Tis  now  eight  weary  years  ago,  since  first 

From  my  life's  morning  firmament  outbroke, 
Like  eager-winged  lightening  sudden  burst 

From  thunder-cloud,  the  voice  of  Liberty ;  and 
woke, 

Within  this  passionate  heart  of  mine, 

High  hopes  and  noble  aspirations 
For  that  dear  dawn  divine, 
That  then   seemed  breaking   through   the   night  of 
nations. 

Then  loud  uprose  the  pcean,  strong  and  bold, 
From  every  shore  upshouted  by  the  free  ; 

And  tyrant-chains  no  more  had  power  to  hold, 

In  dungeon  bound,  the  Spirit  of  swift  Liberty ; 
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And  men  proclaimed  the  rights  of  Man. 

Alas  !  'twas  but  the  old  sad  story ; 
Bright  dreams  republican 
That  shone  above  the  world  with  momentary  glory. 

France  !  Hungary  !  and  Italia ! 

InrrnOTtal'naines  inscribed  on  Freedom's  page  ! 
They  rose  the  young  republics  of  a  day, 

Then  past  like  dreams,  a  wonderment  for  many 
an  after  age. 

Like  waves  that  but  subside  awhile 

Then  swift  roll  back  their  greedy  waters, 
Earth's  kings  unclasped  the  spoil, 
But  to  regain  their  hold  by  fell  and  bloody  slaughters. 

And  then  across  the  salt  sea- waves,  afar, 

Europe's  brave  exiles  bore  their  breaking  hearts, 
Lamenting  Liberty's  extinguished  star, 

And  chafing  vainly  at  their  tyrants'  treacherous 
arts : 

Vainly  the  Magyar,  Kossuth,  mourns 

O'er  Hungary's  vanished  glory ; 
Vainly  her  tribune  yearns 
Towards  Borne,  the  parent-nurse  of  Freedom's  elder 
story. 
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Alas  !  as  Greece,  as  ancieiit  Home  decayed, 

Dim  memories  left  us  from  the  Eld  of  years, 
We  saw  these  later  born  republics  fade 

And  marked  their  later  heroes'  martyr  tears ; 
The  imperial  tyrant  tramples  France 

Beneath  his  heel ;  and  Eoman  grandeur, 
Hungarian  valour,  'neath  the  glance 
Of  Austria,   lie    like    Autumn    leaves   in    withered 
splendour. 

Yet  Spain  still  lived ;  for  Spain,  like  Spain  of  old, 
Had  warmed  with  passionate  love  of  Liberty, 
In  these  our  days  ;  and  with  the  hour  grown  bold 
Shook  off  with  Titan  hand  the  ancient  tyranny. 
But  ah  !  to  day,  the  news  are  borne, 
Across  the  loiid  lamenting  ocean, 
That  traitor  hand  hath  torn 
From   Freedom's   heart  the  last  loved  child  of  her 
devotion. 

Now  all  that  mighty  marvellous  dream  is  o'er, 
Our  hopes  of  Freedom  scattered  to  the  wind, 

And  tyrants  reign  where  tyrants  reigned  before, 

And  fettered  is  the  free,  the  true,  the  godlike 
mind. 
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For  Freedom's  latest  nursling  slain, 
Loud  be  our  bitter  lamentations ! 
Ah !  nevermore  again, 
Shall  Liberty  sit  throned,  a  queen  among  the  nations  ! 

And  yet,  not  so  !  "What,  though  awhile  our  dreams. 

Our  high  imagined  hopes  delusive  prove, 
Though  overclouded  be  the  morning  beams, 

The  Freedom-loving  God  regards  us  from  above  ! 

Ere  long,  His  slumbering  wrath  shall  break 

Above  the  thrones  of  kings,  like  thunder, 

And  Liberty  re-wake, 

New  risen  from  the  grave,  a  glory,  light,  and  wonder. 


THE     MILLEE'S     MAID. 

A    FIRESIDE    RHYME. 
I. 

What  cannot  Woman's  courage  dare 

When  put  to  proof  by  sternest  need  ? 
The  dauntless  heart,  the  high  resolve, 

The  strong  and  spirit-stirring  deed 
To  her,  as  well  as  man,  belong  ; 

Oh,  call  not  Woman  weak  and  frail ! 
For  she  hath  oft,  in  peril's  hour, 

Stood  firm,  where  many  a  man  would  fail. 


it. 

0  ye,  who  take  delight  in  deeds 

Of  valour  and  whose  hearts  are  warmed 
At  tales  of  human  courage,  hear 

What  a  weak  woman  once  performed ! 
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A  tale,  'twas  told  me  years  ago, 

While  rang  the  convent's  peaceful  chime, 
As  down  the  Rhine  at  eve  I  sailed, 

And  I  have  thrown  it  into  rhyme. 


in. 
From  Alpine  summits,  grand  and  high, 

The  rushing  river  bounds  along, 
Amid  the  merry  mountain  land, 

That  echoes  with  his  ceaseless  song ; 
By  vine  clad  hill,  and  castled  crag, 

And  town  it  wanders  wild  with  glee, 
And  through  the  level  meads  that  reach 

For  leagues  towards  the  lonely  sea. 

IV. 

But  half  a  league  from  yonder  bank, 

With  gray  church  tower  and  cottage  white, 
Beposing  'mong  the  meadows  green, 

The  little  village  peeps  in  sight, 
And  near  a  solitary  mill, 

That  courts  the  wanderer's  curious  gaze, 
As,  idly  lingering  on  his  way, 

He  learns  the  legend  of  the  place. 
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V. 

From  Hersel  church,  at  early  morn 

The  Sabbath  bells  began  to  peal, 
And  in  their  Sunday's  best  arrayed 

Eepair  the  dwellers  at  the  mill ; 
The  miller,  with  his  family, 

Eepairs  betime  to  holy  mass, 
Leaving  at  home,  sole  guardians  there, 

His  youngest  child  and  servant  lass. 

VI. 

Kow  Haanchen  loved  a  graceless  youth, 

The  byword  of  the  neighbours  round ; 
Was  ere  a  riot,  brawl,  or  fight, 

Sra'e  there  was  idle  Heinrich  found : 
The  miller  liked  him  not,  refused 

Him  entrance  ever  at  his  door ; 
His  ill  name  followed  him  about, 

Yet  Haanchen  loved  him  but  the  more. 

VII. 

Though  grieving  o'er  his  many  faults, 
And  shedding  oftimes  secret  tears, 

Yet  deemed  she  his  the  freaks  of  youth 

And  that  the  lad  would  mend  with  years; 
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Whate'er  the  prattling  neighbours  said, 

Still  Haanohen  deemed  his  heart  was  good, 

And  that  there  only  needed  time, 
A  riper  age,  to  cool  his  blood. 


VIII. 

And  now,  her  heart  with  Heinrioh  full, 

She  sets  about  her  household  cares, 
Against  the  family's  return 

The  Sabbath  noon-tide  meal  prepares. 
Thus  busy,  an  approaching  step 

She  thinks  she  hears,  or  seems  to  hear, 
And  turning  to  the  open  door, — 

Lo  !  idle  Heinrich  standing  there. 


IX. 

"  Good  morrow  !  lass !"  with  a  half  smile, 

Half  sneer  of  welcome  spake  the  boor, 
"  The  ugly  miller  wots  not  now 

That  Heinrich  stands  beside  his  door  ; 
Betide  him  ill !" — and  entering  then 

He  dropt  into  the  nearest  seat, 
While  Haanohen  paused  amid  her  task, 

And  spread  before  him  food  to  eat. 
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X. 

Then  sitting  down  beside  him,  asked 

And  told  the  news,  and  bade  him  rest, 
Full  half-an-hour  her  gossip  ran 

With  banter  and  good-natured  jest ; 
Just  then  he  dropt  upon  the  floor 

His  knife,  and  bade  her  pick  it  up ; 
"  Nay,  lad,  for  thou  hast  less  of  work, 

And  ill  shouldst  bid  a  woman  stoop." 

XI. 

She  laughing  spake,  nor  yet  refused, 

But  stooped  to  reach  it.     Quick  as  thought, 
The  treacherous  boor  leapt  from  his  seat, 

And  grasped  her  tightly  by  the  throat ; 
Then  drew  a  murderous  weapon  forth, 

The  metal  glittered  bright  and  cold  ! — 
"  Now,  Haanchen  !  choose,  or  lose  your  life, 

Or  tell  me,  where's  your  master's  gold  ?" 

XII. 

Awhile  disarmed  of  all  her  mind, 

She  vainly  struggled  to  get  free, 

His  grip  was  firm,  his  purpose  fixed, 
Decided  in  his  villany  ; 
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When  lo  !  upon  her  frighted  brain, 

A  thought  came  gushing  like  a  rill, 

Gave  courage  to  her  woman's  heart, 
And  vigour  to  her  woman's  will. 


XIII. 

"  Nay,  Heinrich !  grasp  me  not  so  hard, 

But  loose  a  little  while  your  hold, 
Eelease  me,  you  shall  have  your  wish, 

I'll  show  you  where's  the  master's  gold; 
But  you  must  take  me  with  you  hence, 

This  is  no  more  for  me  the  place, 
I  could  not  wait  the  ruin  wrought, 

I  could  not  meet  the  miller's  face." 


XIV. 

Pleased  thus  so  easy  to  obtain 

His  object,  he  released  the  maid, 
Eeturned  the  weapon  to  his  breast, 

And  followed  as  she  lightly  led, 
Along  a  flight  of  oaken  stairs, 

To  where  at  night  the  miller  slept, 
And  in  the  chamber  corner  showed 

The  chest,  in  which  the  gold  was  kept. 
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XV. 

"  There,  take  the  gold,"  she  said,  "  while  I 

Collect  my  things  to  take  away, 
For  I  must  leave  the  mill  with  you, 

Your  theft  forbids  my  further  stay. 
He  heard  her  trip  away,  her  steps 

Resounded  from  the  creaking  floor 
And  upper  stairs,  but  back  she  stole 

And  noiseless  closed  the  chamber  door. 

XVI. 

And  while  he  counted  o'er  the  gold, 

She  turned  the  key  upon  him  there, 
And  left  him  like  a  bird  entrapped, 

Caught  in  the  fowler's  dexterous  snare 
Then  swift  dispatched  the  urchin  young, 

To  tell  the  tidings  of  the  deed 
At  Hersel,  in  his  father's  ear, 

And  bid  the  miller  home  with  speed. 

XVII. 

With  eager  gaze  she  watched  his  flight, 
As  bravely  o'er  the  fields  he  sped, 

And  urged  him  onward  with  her  voice, 
Until  the  ruffian  overhead, 
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Suspicious  at  her  absence  grown; 

Discovered  all  the  snare,  and  wide 
The  chamber  casement  open  flung, 

Leaned  from  the  ledge,  and  loudly  cried, — 


XVIII. 

"  Diether,  Halloo !  She's  looked  me  in ; 

Haste  and  secure  the  urchin  there  ; 
Lose  not  a  moment ;  I've  the  gold ; 

But  come  and  kill  the  woman  here, 
And  set  me  free !"  By  this,  the  child 

Three  fields  had  crost,  and  Hersel  town 
Was  full  in  view,  its  church-tower  gray, 

And  whitened  cots  with  roofs  of  brown. 


XIX. 

She  heeded  not  the  villain's  voice, 

Unharmed  the  child  still  forward  pressed, 
When  lo !  a  man  from  ambush  sprang, 

And  seized  him  rudely  round  the  waist, 
And  strode  towards  the  mill.     Her  heart 

A  moment  failed  her,  but  no  more  ; 
Still  hoping  that  relief  might  come, 

She  closely  barred  the  outer  door : 
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XX. 

And  to  an  upper  chamber  ran, 

Where  down  she  sat  in  mood  perplexed, 
Uncertain  what  to  do  were  best, 

What  stratagem  might  serve  her  next. 
The  ruffian  Diether,  hastening  fast, 

Enraged,  the  mill  had  reached  at  length, 
And  battered  at  the  outer  door, 

That  stoutly  baffled  all  his  strength. 

XXI. 

She  heard  him  but  she  heeded  not, 

Secure  beyond  his  harmful  reach, 
Her  only  fears  were  for  the  child, 

Of  whom  he  talked  in  murderous  speech, 
(With  oaths  and  curses  intermixed,) 

And  swore  the  helpless  babe  to  kill, 
Unless  she  yielded  to  his  threats, 

And  o'er  her  head  to  fire  the  mill. 

XXII. 

She  heard  him  but  she  heeded  not, 

No  fear  could  bend  her  hardy  will ; 

"  There  is  a  stronger  One  than  thou, 

His  power  divine  shall  guard  the  mill : 
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His  hand  shall  save  yon  weeping  child  ; 

1  fear  thee  not,  thou  man  of  blood  !" 
Her  answer  echoed  from  above, — 

"  My  hope  and  trust  are  placed  in  God." 


XXIII. 

Eight,  noble  Haanchen!  is  thy  speech, 

And  well  and  wisely  hast  thou  said, 
Who  rest  reliance  upon  Him, 

Their  trust  shall  never  be  betrayed. 
Thy  God  beholds  thee  still  endure 

With  patience,  he  shall  bare  his  arm, 
Exert  his  might,  confound  thy  foes, 

And  save  thee  from  impending  harm. 

XXIV. 

Exasperate,  the  infuriate  wretch 

Bound  with  strong  cords  the  child,  and  sought 
For  some  combustibles  around, 

To  carry  out  his  evil  thought  ; 
When,  lo  !  his  eager  eye  espied 

An  aperture  before  unseen, 
Affording  ingress  to  the  mill, 

And  clambering  up,  he  entered  in. 
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XXV. 

Meanwhile,  in  anxious  mind  involved, 

The  maid,  bewildered,  knew  not  where 
To  fix  her  thoughts  ;  upon  her  knees 

She  fell,  entreating  Heaven  in  prajer, 
Enquiring  how  she  next  should  act ; 

Nor  did  she  pray  and  plead  in  vain ; 
A  sudden  strange  and  happy  thought 

Darted  like  light  across  her  brain. 

XXVI. 

"  It  is  the  Sabbath  morn,"  she  said, 

"Nor  works  the  mill  to-day  ;  should  I 
Set  the  mill-gear  at  work,  afar 

Some  neighbour  haply  may  espy, 
And,  wondering  at  the  unwonted  sight, 

Will  surely  hasten  to  the  spot, 
And  all  will  yet  be  well ;  indeed, 

'Tis  God  himself  hath  given  the  thought." 

XXVII. 

Quick  as  the  thought,  she  hastened  down, 
With  this  new  purpose  in  her  mind ; 

'Twas  soon  acheived ;  just  then  the  breeze 

Up  sprang,  the  sails  whirled  in  the  wind : 
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And  the  great  wheel  spun  round  and  round, 
The  smaller  gear,  with  creak  and  jerk, 

Performed  their  motions,  and,  behold ! 
The  enormous  engine  in  full  work. 


XXVIII. 

'Twas  at  that  moment,  clambering  up, 

That  Diether's  entrance  of  the  mill 
Was  made  ;  the  unguarded  aperture 

Communicated  with  the  wheel ; 
Within  the  drum  he  had  lodged,  when,  lo  ! 

His  blood  was  chilled  with  wild  affright, 
At  the  swift  motion  of  the  wheel, 

That  bore  him  round  in  rapid  flight. 

XXIX. 

He  shrieked,  he  cursed,  and  vain  implored 

Eelease,  and  swore  no  further  harm 
To  do,  would  she  but  stop  the  mill, — 

But  Haanchen  held  her  purpose  firm, 
And  round  and  round  in  rapid  flight, 

Still  spun  the  great  wheel  as  before, 
The  villain  with  it,  till  he  sank 

In  dizzy  swoon,  and  felt  no  more, 
u 
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XXX. 

And  still  the  ruffian's  senseless  form 

The  engine  with  its  motion  bore, 
As,  round  and  round  in  rapid  flight, 

Still  spun  the  great  wheel  as  before ; 
And  soon  the  miller  hastened  home, 

His  neighbours  with  him,  much  surprised, 
Because  the  mill  was  in  full  sail, 

And  all  as  Haanchen  had  surmised. 

XXXI. 

Soon  all  was  told,  the  men  secured, 

And  under  escort  born  away  ; 
They  paid  the  forfeit  of  their  lives 

For  the  dark  crime  they  wrought  that  day. 
Haanchen,  the  love  she  once  had  borne 

For  Heinrich,  to  a  better  one 
Transferred,  and  ere  a  year  had  flown 

Was  married  to  the  miller's  son. 

XXXII. 

All  this  was  ages  long  ago  ; 

Long  generations  since  have  flown, 
And  in  the  churchyard  Haanchen's  name 

Has  perished  from  the  mouldering  stone ; 
u  2 
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The  mill,  sole  relic  of  the  past, 

Her  best  memorial,  still  is  there ; 
And  there  the  story  still  is  told, 

Of  what  a  woman's  heart  can  dare. 


"IMMORTALITY    ALONE    CAN    SOLVE    THE 
DAEKEST  OF  ENIGMAS."— Young. 

i. 
What!   hath  the  Bridegroom  been,  and  borne  thee 

hence, 
From  this  cold  worn-out  tenement  ?  And  are 
Thy  wearyings  over,  and  the  sad  expense 
Of  never-satisfied  desire  ?  No  more 
Shall  grief  disturb  thee.     Thou  shalt  ever  lie, 
Couched  on  the  Bridegroom's  breast,  and  He  shall 

smooth 
Thy  tresses  down,  and  kiss  thee  into  joy, 
Till  thou  forgettest  grief  did  ever  claim  thee. 
The  death-bell  tolls,  but  thou  dost  hear  it  not, 
For  thou  art  listening  to  the  marriage  peals, 
And  voices  of  sweet  friends  who  welcome  thee, 
New  wedded  to  the  family  of  Heaven! 
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II. 

And  thou  pale  corse,  lying  so  hushed  in  blessing, 

There  is  no  shade  of  sorrow  on  thy  brow, 

Nor  any  sigh  escapes  thy  pallid  lips, 

Thy  parted  lips  on  which  a  smile  is  playing. 

"What !  Art  thou  dreaming  of  the  spirit's  bridal  ? 

Pale  slumberer  in  the  lap  of  Mystery  ! 

Thy  cold  cheeks  still  retain  their  mantled  blushes, 

And  a  white  joy  sits  trembling  on  thy  bosom, 

Thy  folded  hands  imprison  it.     So  sleep 

Beneath  the  flowers,  and  lie  down  with  the  dead  1 


ODE    TO     MEMOEY. 

i. 
Hail  to  thee,  aged  seer, 
Whose  voice  in  tones  of  melancholy, 

Comes  stealing  on  mine  ear, 
With  a  soft  varying  cadence  deep  and  holy , 

Whispering  of  days  long  past, 
When  life  was  fresh,  and  this  worn  heart  was 
young, 
And  the  fair  soul,  new  wedded  to  the  flesh, 
Pealed  forth  a  matin  song. 

ii. 

Flown  are  those  early  years,  and  their  sweet  strain 
Is  hushed,  amid  the  tumult  and  the  strife 
That  jar  upon  the  melody  of  life; 
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Yet  still,  in  fancy  I  live  o'er  again 

That  time,  through  thee, 
Bright  Memory, 
And  dreams  of  other  days  come  back  to  me. 

in. 
The  maiden  of  my  early  love, 

So  false  and  fair. 
Smiling  upon  me  from  above, 

I  see  her  there  ; 
The  yellow  ringlets  of  her  hair, 

Floating  on  the  buoyant  breeze ; 
Her  smiles  so  full  of  hope  or  of  despair, 

Ambiguous  promises ; 
Her  pouting  lip,  her  graceful  form, 

Her  cheek's  soft  lily  hue  ; 
I  clasp  her  by  the  hand  again, 

And  deem  her  true. 

rv. 
My  boyhood's  best  loved  friend, 
Of  the  warm  heart  and  cultured  mind, 

Once  more  we  stray 
Along  the  green  sequestered  way, 

In  genial  converse  kind 
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Talking  of  poetry  and  fame 

And  the  great  goal  before  us, 
Dreaming  that  we  would  make  us  each  a  name  ; 

Eejoicingly  for  us  the  future  rang 
With  plaudits,  and  above  us  sang 

The  birds  in  happy  chorus. 

v. 

These  and  the  old  paternal  home, 

The  cottage  'neath  the  tall  elm  tree 

Half  in  sunshine,  half  in  gloom, 
Come  back  to  me 
In  thy  accents  Memory. 

Tears  old  friend  are  in  thine  eyes  ; 

Ah  1  that  Time  should  make  us  wise 

Clouding  o'er  our  early  skies 

Youth  is  brief,  and  morning  flies ; 

Sadness  closes  sweetest  strain  ; 

And  our  brightest  dreams  are  vain. 

<  VI. 

I  gaze  back  on  the  Past 
It  shone  too  fair  and  beautiful  to  last. 
She  I  loved  is  now  another's, 

He  I  prized  in  years  before, 
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With  a  friendship  more  than  brother's, 
Is  a  friend  no  more ; 
And  I  have  found,  the  sad  result  of  Time, 
Ambition  is  a  dangerous  path  to  climb, 
My  eyes  are  with  vain  sorrows  dim, 
And  wearily,  wearily 

Wander  I  now, 
But  sweet  is  the  rose 

On  the  thorny  bough. 

VII. 

I  Jove  thee,  ancient  Memory  ! 

Not  every  hope  hath  my  desire  evaded  ; 
Life  still  is  very  dear  to  me, 

Nor  hath  the  beauty  of  the  Past  all  faded  ; 
With  thee,  Memory,  hand  in  hand, 
I  roam,as  through  a  classic  land 
That  still  retains  a  touch,  a  tone 
Of  glories  flown. 


A    EAMBLE     ON    THE     SEASHOEE. 

i. 

The  summer  sun  was  setting  red  behind  the  distant 
hill, 
The  trees  and  flowers  looked  flagged  and  drooped 
as  with  excessive  heat, 
We  wandered  out  upon  the  shore  by  cliff  and  crag 
and  cave, 
And  in  the  silence  I  could  almost  hear  thy  bosom 
beat. 


ii. 
The  wild  thyme  and  the  honeysuckle  blossomed  round 
our  path, 
I  plucked  a  twig  and  gave  thee  of  the  flower  thou 
lovedst  so  well, 
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The  moon  was  shining  fair  above,  the  sea  lay  calm 
beneath, 
And  the  light  waves  plashed  in  many  a  little 
hollow  and  shingly  dell. 


in. 
There   was  no   sound  to   break  the   holy  hush  that 
round  us  lay, 
Save  the  mystic  measures  of  the  waters  plashing 
on  the  beach, 
And  the  last  notes  of  the  lark  out-warbled  to  the 
dying  day, 
And  breathing    low   the    silver   music   of  thy 
whispered  speech : 

IV. 

As  in  accents  of  deep  tenderness  thou  answeredst 
to  my  love, 
With  words  of  love  that  charmed  my  heart  and 
moved  mine  eyes  to  tears ; 
'Twas  an  hour  of  overwhelming  bliss,  and  that  bright 
moon  above, 
Like  a  crescent  of  sweet  promise  seemed  to  me 
of  after  years. 
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V. 

A  promise  sweet,  not  unfulfilled ;  for  many  a  nappy 
hour 
As  dear  as  that,  my  dearest  wife,  since  then  I've 
spent  with  thee ; 
But  still  fond  Memory  brings  to  mind  that  ramble  by 
the  shore, 
And  thy  whispered  words  of  love  on  that  fair 
evening  by  the  sea. 


LIFE. 

In  the  rathe  morning  of  my  days, 
Ere  grief  began  to  haunt  the  ways 
Of  Life,  I  wandered  forth,  mid  maze 

Of  sunny  dreams,  long  lanes  of  light, 

Peopled  with  spirits  of  delight, 

That  lured  me  on,  with  garlands  bright, 

To  where  a  thousand  streams  sang  loud, 

Unheeding  of  a  hideous  crowd 

Of  gibbering  phantoms,  sitting  cowed 

Behind  the  fair  green  brakes,  unseen, 

And  unsuspected,  'mid  the  sheen 

That  swathed  in  splendour  all  the  scene. 
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And  the  sweet  song  of  those  sweet  streams, 
Eadiant  beneath  the  sun's  broad  beams, 
"Won  me  to  listen.     Dreams  on  dreams, 

With  love,  and  life,  and  rapture  glowing, 
Upon  my  dazzled  brain  fast  flowing, — 
I  marked  not  that  my  youth  was  going, 

Like  a  fair  flower,  falling,  dying, 

Or  like  a  bird  of  passage,  flying 

To  lands  in  realms  of  Memory  lying. 

Even  now,  across  the  gulf  of  years, 

My  latest  morning-dream  appears, 

By  Memory  shaped,  and  fills  with  tears 

These  eyes,  but  too  familiar  grown 
With  sorrow  ;  Grief  and  I  are  known 
Companions  now ;  nor  oft  mine  own 

Sorrows  now  wring  a  tear  from  me ; 
But  that  dear  dream  had  grown  to  be 
My  all  of  life's  felicity, 
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Until  'twas  false  and  faithless  proved  ; — 
'  Bear  witness,  who  have  lived  and  loved  ! 
How  can  I  other  than  be  moved  ? 

Soon  as  that  latest  dream  departed, 
And  left  me,  nearly  broken-hearted, 
Those  phantom-shapes  from  lair  upstarted, 

And  caught  me  in  their  eager  hands, 

And  bore  me  far  away  to  lands, 

Where  Doubt's  obscure  dominion  stands  ; 

Where  Doubt  with  Death  twin  Anarch  reigns ; 
And  bound  me  fast  with  demon  chains, 
Upon  the  wild  and  lonely  plains ; 

And  left  me  in  my  desolation, 
Without  a  hope,  an  aspiration, 
A  tender  thought,  a  human  passion. 

And  yet  not  wholly  crushed;  the  Will 
Stood  unsubdued,  enduring  ill, 
Upon  his  throne  a  monarch  still. 
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He  rived  my  chains,  he  led  me  forth 
To  learn  the  secret  of  the  Earth, 
And  on  to  where  the  Muse  had  birth  ; 

Beyond  the  sway  of  mental  death, 

Into  the  sabbath-land  of  Faith, 

Where  Doubt  may  never  dare  to  breathe. 

For  though,  even  at  the  fount  of  joy, 
The  Past  still  brought  to  life  alloy, 
Though  threatened  tempests  still  hung  nigh, 

Tet  like  a  bird  serene  and  strong, 
Floating  the  thunder-clouds  among 
On  eager  pinions  of  swift  song, 

My  spirit  was  upborne,  and  clove 
The  dim  expanse,  a  rapid  dove, 
Bound  for  the  very  haven  of  Love. — 

Though  grief,  in  more  or  less  degree, 
Encompass  all  on  Earth,  yet  we 
Need  none  be  wreckt  upon  the  sea 
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Of  evil  storms  that  gird  us  round, 

Ever  have  I  in  danger  found 

God,  my  great  refuge,  mostjibound. 

And  though  through  Woe's  wide  wilderness 
Our  path  must  be,  yet  not  the  less, 
Though  stern,  is  grief  a  monitress. 

And  whoso  wills  to  learn  shall  find, 
Though  not  exactly  to  his  mind, 
The  seeming  harsh  monition  kind. 

Across  the  wild  and  through  the  night, 
Affliction  points  the  raptured  sight 
To  Heaven,  our  ultimate  delight ; 

Where  every  storm  and  trial  past, 
Henceforth,  secure  from  every  blast, 
The  soul  shall  dwell  with  God,  at  last, 

Her  life,  her  joy,  her  endless  crown, 
And  there  before  Him  shall  sit  down, 
Her  robe  of  deathless  glory  on. 
v 


STANZAS. 

How  oft  in  meditative  mood, 

My  mind  doth  softly  scan  the  Past, 

And  on  the  Fancy,  like  a  flood, 

Old  memories  throng  in  thick  and  fast, 

And  wake  to  music  in  my  brain ; — 

I  read  the  page  of  life  again. 

The  checquered  record  of  my  years, 

A  grief  of  heart  and  toil  of  thought ; 

For  early  youth  was  vexed  with  tears, 

That  launched  me  on  the  deeps  of  Doubt ; 

Dimmed  was  the  light  of  Eden  day. — 

At  night,  0  wanderer  !  where  away  ? 
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Why  linger  on  an  ancient  shore  ? 

Why  love  a  light  that  slowly  dies  ? 
I  leave  the  light  I  have  for  more. 

What  may  not  be  to  enterprise  ? 
How  may  the  manlier  mind  upbuild 
On  Faith,  but  suited  to  the  child  ? 

So,  in  my  youthful  pride  erect, 

I  burst  the  bonds  of  Childhood's  faith, 

Content  to  drift  with  Intellect, 

Ev'n  to  the  abysmal  gulphs  of  Death. — 

But  hark  the  loud  and  hostile  gale  ! 

What  safety  for  thy  feeble  sail  ? 

Away  from  land  and  out  at  sea 

Their  dangers  round  the  waters  roll, 

And  the  wild  storm-wind  shrieks  with  glee, 
And  hurls  about  the  daring  soul 

From  doubt  to  doubt.     Ah,  nevermore, 

May  the  frail  bark  behold  the  shore  ! 

How  in  the  pride  of  Intellect 

Have  many  oftimes  sailed  from  shore, 
And  on  the  waste  of  waters  wreckt, 
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Alas !  were  never  heard  of  more ! 
By  the  mad  winds  in  fury  lashed, 
And  on  the  rocks  of  ruin  dashed. 

And  yet  not  all ;  for  some  have  yearned 
Again  to  cross  the  howling  flood, 

And  safely  home  at  length  returned, 

Have  bathed  them  in  Bedeeming  blood  : 

And,  all  their  doubts  and  sins  forgiven, 

Have  tasted  of  the  joys  of  Heaven. 

0  weary  spirit !  trouble-tost 

So  long  upon  the  waves  of  Doubt ! 

Yet  Hope  not  ever  wholly  lost ; 

Immanuel's  life-boat  found  thee  out ; 

He  soothed  thy  sensitive  alarm, 

And  bore  thee  through  the  raging  storm. 

The  storm  is  past,  the  haven  found, 
No  more  the  lashing  winds  assail, 

The  sea  is  hushed,  and  all  around 

Whispers  a  warm  and  fragrant  gale, 

The  blessed  heavens  are  blue  above, 

And  thou  art  found  in  Jesu's  love. 


THE    MOTHEE'S    LAMENT. 

It  was  a  winter's  day.     Without  the  wind  was  chill 

as  care ; 
Within  the  place  looked  desolate,  and  the  walls  were 

lone  and  bare ; 
And  huddled  o'er  the  hearth  an  aged  woman  brooding 

sate, 
With  her  lean  hands  clasped  together,  and  gazing  in 

the  grate 
At  the  flickering  falling  embers,  as  they  struggled 

and  grew  faint, 
And  with  muttering  moan  and  many  a  sigh  she  made 

her  woful  plaint. 

Forsaken. — Oh !  I  did  not  think  that  this  alas  should 

prove 
The  end  of  all  a  mother's  care,  and  a  mother's  tender 

love; 
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I  did  not  think  to  see  the  hope  of  all  my  years  undone, 
To  be  forgotten  thus,  and  left  to  feed  my  grief  alone, 
Alone  and  vainly  brooding  some   sweet   companion 

crave, 
Not  one  to  love  me  in  mine  age,  or  mourn  me  in  my 

grave. 

Ungrateful,  oh  ungrateful !  cold  is  the  winter  day, 
But  colder  are  the  hearts  that  selfishness  hath  stolen 

away; 
Not  one  kind  thought  of  love,  not  one  unselfish  hour 

to  spare, 
Nor  grateful  memory  cherished  of  old  maternal  care  ; 
A  useless   garment  thrown   aside.     Ah !   wherefore 

care  to  know 
That  the  mother  of  their  infant  joys  is  weeping  in 

her  woe? 

I  shudder ;  for  I  cannot  bear  to  hear  that  whistling 

wind, 
It  sounds  so  like  my  children's  scorn  and  seems  to 

mock  my  mind. 
How  cold  it  is :  I  wish  the  shivering  embers  would 

but  blaze. 
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They  look  so  dull  and   dead,  and  swarm   with  the 

ghosts  of  other  days, 
Which  I  cannot  help  but  see  with  their  mocking  faces 

there, 
And  I  know   not  if  I  wake  or  dream,  only   that  I 

despair. 

I  seem  to  see  them  as  of  old :  my  pet  with  the  golden 

curls, 
And  my  firstborn,  and  my  little  mild   demure  and 

dark-haired  girls, 
And  the  twins,  who  were  never  found  apart,  but  would 

wander  out  for  hours 
On  the  common,  and  in  the  neighbouring  wood,  and 

bring  back  heaps  of  flowers, 
And  some  violets  for  mother,  and  would  ask  with 

earnest  eye, 
Why  the  pretty  flowers  they  loved  so  soon  should 

wither  away  and  die  ? 


Alack  a  day  !     But  my  bright  haired  boy  grew  hard, 

and  cursed  his  mother, 
And  went  a  wicked  way,  and  little  better  was  his 

brother, 
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My  firstborn,  he  who  went  abroad  and  grew  rich,  as 

the  people  told, 
Though  I  know  not,  for  I  never  again  saw  either  him 

or  his  gold, 
And  my  little  demure   and    dark-haired   girls,  who 

played  about  my  knee, 
Are  married,  with  children  of  their  own,  and  no  time 

to  think  of  me. 

And  the  twins  who  brought  me  violets,  and  I  think 

would  have  been  true, 
Are  dead,  and  sleep  in  the  churchyard,  beneath  the 

grim  old  yew, 
And  I  wish  that  I  were  with  them,  for  life  is  a  burden 

grown, 
And  I  weary  of  my  days  and  long  to  be  no  more  alone. 
I  will  not  curse  my  cruel  ones,  for  indeed  I  love  them 

yet, 

And  though  they  have  all  forgotten  me,  yet  God  will 
not  fora:et. 


LOVE-BLOOM. 

How  sweet,  when  after  weeks  of  rain 

Have  drenched  the  earth,  it  is  to  view 
The  clouds  disperse  before  the  blue, 

And  watch  the  sun  come  out  again. 

So,  dearest,  now  that  grief  is  o'er, 

Old  trust  renews  his  place ;  the  gloom 
Disperses,  leaving  all  the  bloom 
Of  love  even  lovelier  than  before. 

For  Doubt  no  longer  sits  above 

The  hearth  of  trust ;  in  genial  clasp 
The  hands  are  prest ;  the  brazen  asp 

Is  loosened  from  the  book  of  Love. 

We  read  the  lesson,  as  of  old, 
In  characters  for  aye  undim, 
The  music  of  the  seraphim 

Translated  into  words  of  gold. 
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So,  broadening  with  the  broader  hour, 

Sweet  Love  to  lovelier  prime  hath  grown, 
And  from  the  grains  of  sadness  sown 

Large  joy  hath  budded  into  flower. 

Oh  yet,  sometimes  with  eyesight  cast 
Far  back,  the  tears  unbidden  start, 
And  hidden  troubles  vex  the  heart 

With  stolen  memories  of  the  Past ! 

Oh  yet,  sometimes  the  grief  will  break 
And  stir  the  currents  of  the  blood ! 
Ah  well !  'tis  well  1  she  bringeth  good, 

A  little  weep  and  let  her  speak. 

She  can  but  tell  an  ancient  tale 

To  purify  the  heart  of  Joy, 

Sad  foster-child  of  Memory, 
Veiled  nun  that  will  not  brook  the  veil. 

But  even  then  the  warm  caress 

Shall  soothe  the  waking  sense  of  pain, 
And  every  pulse  of  love  again 

Shall  throb  and  tingle  at  my  kiss. 


TO     MY    FATHEK. 

0  Muse,  at  whatsoe'er  Pierian  spring 
Fed  with,  the  flowing  tide  of  Poesy, 
Within  my  heart  thy  habitation  make, 
And  fire  me,  while  as,  at  Affection's  shrine 
Bowed,  I  attempt,  in  high  and  measured  strains, 
To  sing  in  tribute  verse  a  Father's  praise. 

And  thou  my  Father  to  my  filial  song- 
Give  ear,  and  kindly,  as  is  e'er  thy  wont, 
Eeceive  these  breathings  of  thy  son's  esteem. 
For  oftimes  wandering  amid  Memory's  maze, 
The  vision  of  my  early  days  comes  back, 
And  sweet  remembrance  of  my  childhood  shaped 
By  Fancy's  mystic  hand  reblossoms  fair, 
Within  the  glowing  gardens  of  my  thought. 
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TO    MY    FATHER. 


Dear  days !  What  time  upon  thy  parent  knee 
I  sat  and  prattled  out,  unchecked,  uncurbed, 
My  childish  thoughts,  and  from  thy  beaming  eye, 
Where  deepest  love  and  tenderness  made  home, 
Won  ever  and  anon  thy  fondest  smiles. 

Ah,  days  that  Memory  renders  doubly  dear ! 
When  thou  wert  wont  to  lead  me  by  the  hand, 
And  ramble  out  among  the  woods  and  fields, 
And  down  the  green  and  pleasant  country-lanes, 
By  lawn  and  lea  and  marge  of  wandering  stream, 
And  teach  me  many  things  in  language  meet 
For  boyish  thought  to  comprehend.     For  aye 
Those  lovely  landscapes  pictured  in  my  brain 
Will  lie,  an  unexhausted  fount  of  song, 
And  deep  delight  for  all  the  years  to  come. 

Oh,  what  a  kind  solicitude  was  thine  ! 
And  what  a  debt  of  love  I  owe  thee,  debt 
That  never  can  be  cancelled  all !  Thy  care, 
Thy  guidance,  all  that  thou  couldst  give  thou  gavest 
To  make  me  what  I  should  be,  upright,  true, 
Noble  and  generous,  void  of  all  offence 
To  God  and  to  my  kind,  and  still  I  saw 
The  perfect  pattern  in  thy  blameless  life. 
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In  Youth  my  best  adviser  thou,  and  oh ! 
How  well  with  all  my  wayward  fancies,  and 
Tenderly  hast  thou  borne.     For  not  in  thee 
A  harsh  unbending  tutor  have  I  found, 
But  from  thy  lips  even  reproof  itself 
Came  winged  with  accents  of  unshaken  love. 
Oh  Father,  Friend  !  Fond  Father  and  best  Friend  ! 
How  much  I  love  and  venerate  thee,  not 
These  faltering  lines  can  tell.     Emotions  deep 
Of  filial  love  come  thronging  over  me, 
And  choke  all  utterance,  melt  me  into  tears, 
And  bid  my  unharmonious  measures  cease. 


STANZAS. 

i. 

My  heart  is  heavy  as  a  weight  of  lead 

And  chilly  as  a  stone, 
Now  that  my  hope  is  numbered  with  the  dead 

And  Love  is  left  alone, 
An.  orphan  who  hath  lost  his  way, 
Amid  unsheltered  woods  on  winter  day. 

ii. 

Unfaithful  Hope,  was't  well  to  leave  me  thus, 

All  in  the  frozen  morn, 
To  wander  lone  among  the  barren  boughs 

That  point  at  me  with  scorn, 
While  scoffing  winds  pass  by  and  say, 
"  See  how  the  love-lorn  fool  doth  pine  away  ?" 

in. 
Oh !  whither  traitor  hast  thou  taken  wing  ? 

And  wilt  thou  come  again, 
With  the  young  blossoms  and  the  virgin  spring? 

Ah !  'twill  be  all  in  vain. 
Ere  buds  come  out,  or  Earth  receives 
A  touch  of  warmth,  I'll  lie  with  last  year's  withered 
leaves. 


ODE. 

i. 

And  is  there  hope  in  Death  ? 
Oh  !  not  alone  from  Life's  prolific  womb, 
Do  Time  and  things  of  Time's  dominion  come. 
The  human  soul  is  not  a  mere  chance  breath, 
Blown  by  the  wanton  breeze  from  tomb  to  tomb ; 

But  the  large  eye  of  Faith 
Can  peer  beneath  the  curtained  gloom, 
And  read  abundant  promises  in  Death. 

ii. 
There  is  a  mirth  within  the  saddest  wave ; 

Verdure  will  bloom  upon  the  wildest  waste ; 
Some  happiness  will  cheer  the  lornest  breast ; 
And  sparks  of  warmth  we  glean  from  coldest 
flint: 


336  ode. 

And  shall  Eternity 
Alone  be  deemed  a  void  and  shoreless  sea  ? 
There  is  a  joy  pavilioned  in  the  grave, 
An  Immortality. 
Oh!  soul  awaken  to  thy  second  birth, 
Transcend  this  clod  of  Earth ; 
Soar  to  the  summit  of  thy  majesty, 
And  in  the  end  great  Death  shall  set  thee  free 
From  grosser  element ! 

in. 
Oh,  who  would  cling  to  Earth  ? 
How  vain  her  boasted  wealth,  her  boasted  power ! 

The  paltry  trinkets  of  an  hour, 
A  babe  might  scorn  the  bauble's  worth. 
0  human  soul,  is  this  thy  dignity  ? 

Is  this  the  mighty  purpose  of  thy  being  ? 
And  was  it  then  that  God  created  thee, 

Thy  little  antic  motions  to  persue  ? 
Oh !  but  that  eye  far-seeing 
From  Heaven  looks  down  o'er  all,  looks  down  o'er 
thee, 

And  He,  who  did  endue 
Thee  with  the  spirit  of  His  living  breath, 
Shall  claim  its  use  in  Death. 
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IV. 

Shake  off  the  heavy  burden ! 
Say,  what  sweet  spell  hath  Earth  and  earthly  pleasure? 

Hymn  thou  a  higher  measure. 
Fulfil  the  sterner  task  of  God  appointed  ; 
Fulfil  the  life  to  which  thou  wert  anointed ; 
Contemn  the  mortal  for  the  immortal  treasure  ; 

And  Heaven  shall  be  the  peerless  guerdon; 
And  thou,  at  length  translated  to  the  skies, 
Shalt  stand  among  the  saints  in  Paradise. 


v. 
What  art  thou  lingering  still 
Among  the  festering  clods, 
The  tainting  pleasures  of  this  living  grave  ? 
Ah !  Imbecile  and  willing  slave ! 

Why  yield  Corruption  what  alone  is  God's  ? 
Oh!  but  assert  the  grandeur  of  the  will ; 

Distrust  not  but  aspire ; 
Eekindle  all  the  yet  unquenched  fire ; 

And  poised  on  outstretched  wings  of  Faith, 
Upward  Immortal,  far  beyond  the  bar, 
Till  seated  in  the  skies  a  shining  star 
Of  Victory  over  Death ! 
w 
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VI. 

What !  Doubting  and  afraid '! 
Why,  why  distrust  the  rainbow  promises, 

That  God  in  Heaven  hath  made 
To  shine  in  token  of  great  blessedness  ? 

Yet  one,  in  days  of  yore, 
Did  rend  the  bars  of  that  mysterious  gloom ; 
He  rived  the  bolts  and  cleft  in  twain  the  tomb ; 
He  threw  the  foe,  and  over  Doom 

Sat  throned  conqueror. 
Twice  wheeled  the  Night  her  ebon  car 
Above  the  dead  man's  sepulchre, 

And  the  third  morn  he  rose. 
Up  to  his  Father's  bosom  he  ascended, 

Amid  the  angel  choir, 
For  the  dominion  of  the  Fiend  was  ended, 
The  Son  of  G-od  had  thrown  the  Arch  Destroyer, 

And  vanquished  all  our  woes. 


Oh  human  soul  be  strong: ! 
A  way  is  made  for  thee,  the  gates  are  riven, 

And  thou  slialt  join  the  throng 
Of  Rainl  s  that  crowd  the  palaces  of  Heaven. 

^   -J 
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For  the  dear  sake  of  Christ, 

Not  one  shall  be  of  God  despised, 

That  putteth  trust  above. 
Oh  mighty  conquest  of  redeeming  Love  ! 

His  bounteous  blood  was  shed  for  all ; 

And  they  that  will  but  call, 
Believing,  on  the  mercy  of  the  Lord, 
Shall  reap  the  blessings  of  his  rich  reward. 
Thus  call  upon  His  Name !    To  the  large  eye  of  Faith 

Is  boundless  hope  in  Death. 


SONG. 

We  sat  beside  the  old  stone  well, 
And  sweet  and  low  his  accents  fell, 
As  music  of  a  village  bell 

At  even  breathing  tremblingly ; 
We  saw  the  white  and  distant  mill 
Peer  through  the  dusk  above  the  hill, 
And  in  the  twilight,  soft  and  still, 

He  opened  out  his  heart  to  me. 

His  fingers  with  a  playful  care 
Strayed  'mong  the  tresses  of  my  hair, 
And  like  the  murmur  of  a  prayer 

My  name  he  whispered  tenderly ; 
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As  stars  that  tremble  skied  above, 
His  tearful  eyes  were  turned  in  love 
On  mine,  and  all  my  heart  did  move 
To  beat  to  his  responsively. 

A  spell  breathed  in  that  whispered  name ; 
Our  fluttering  kisses  went  and1  came, 
Like  winds  that  fan  a  summer  flame, 

Soft  breathed  by  gentle  seraphim  ; 
That  hour  I  never  can.  forget, 
It  lingers  in  my  memory  yet, 
I  think  I  never  shall  regret 

I  gave  my  hand  and  heart  to  him. 


CLOUD-FISSURES. 

i. 

In  the  wail  of  wildest  sorrow 
Some  softer  tones  are  heard, 

And  with  hopes  of  a  joyous  morrow 
The  saddest  heart  is  stirred. 

ii. 
Grief  is  not  all  unkindly, 

She  comes  to  purify 
The  being  that  too  blindly 

Believes  the  present  joy. 

in. 

And  every  shade  of  sadness 

That  darkens  o'er  the  mind, 

But  heralds  a  purer  gladness. — 
No,  Grief  is  not  unkind! 
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IV. 

All  Nature  with  twofold  seeming 

For  evermore  is  rife, 
Now  clouding  and  now  beaming, 

And  twofold  phase  hath  Life. 

v. 
And  throughout  the  wide  creation, 

All  living  things  fulfil 
The  law  of  compensation, 

That  good  may  balance  ill. 

VI. 

The  graves  are  rich  in  blossoms, 

Spring  lives  in  April-showers, 
And  joys  to  mourning  bosoms 

Bring  the  impartial  hours. 

VII. 

Christ  bore  the  cross  of  suffering 

That  we  might  be  forgiven, 
And  the  soul  on  Earth  in  trouble 

May  look  through  tears  to  Heaven. 


LOVE    BENIGHTED. 

TRANSLATED    FROM    THE    GREEK    OP    ANACREON. 

At  the  hour  of  midnight  dreary, 
When  Arcturus  drives  the  weary 

Bear  towards  his  western  setting, 
And  the  busy  tribes  of  men, 
Overcome  with  toil,  are  sleeping ; 
Love  benighted  came  a  weeping 

At  my  gates,  and  loudly  knocking 
Made  the  silence  ring  again. 


"Who,"  said  I,  "my  dreams  dispelling, 
Breaks  the  stillness  of  my  dwelling?" 
"  Be  not  fearful,"  then  he  answered, 
"I  am  but  a  little  child, 
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And  implore  your  kindly  shelter, 
From  these  drenching  rains  that  pelter  ; 
Have  compassion  on  a  wanderer 

Through  the  moonless  midnight  wild." 


Having  heard,  and  moved  to  pity 
By  his  sad  and  plaintive  ditty, 

Straight  my  chamber  lamp  I  kindled, 
And  my  doors  I  opened  wide  ; 
Lo !  a  little  child  before  me, 
Clad  with  wings  as  with  a  glory, 
In  his  hand  a  bow,  and  quiver 
Full  of  arrows  at  his  side. 


By  my  hearthstone,  burning  brightly, 
Having  seated  him,  I  lightly 

Took  and  warmed  his  hands  in  mine, 

And  wrung  the  moisture  from  his  hair ; 
Looking  then  from  arch  brows  under, 
"  Let  us  try  my  bow,  I  wonder 

If  the  bowstring  has  been  injured," — 
Said  he,  and  with  sprightly  air, 
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Drew  an  arrow  from  his  quiver, 
And  lie  shot  me  through  the  liver 
Like  a  gadfly,  and  upleaping, 

Loudly  laughed  and  said  again, 
With  his  red  lip  curling  at  me, — 
"  Dear  mine  host !  congratulate  me ! 
My  bow  is  indeed  uninjured, 

But  thy  heart  will  feel  the  pain  !" 


REMEMBRANCE. 

Can  Eecollection  ever  pall 
Upon  the  sense  ? — Oft  I  recall 
The  bygone  days,  the  vanished  hours, 
Oft  seem  again  to  cull  the  flowers 
Of  Life,  and  sip  the  honeyed  joys 
Of  Love,  while  ancient  voice  on  voice 
Conies  borne  across  the  traversed  sea, 
From  the  dim  isles  of  Memory. 

Eemembrances  of  hope  and  gladness, 

Of  Love's  fond  dreams,  and  Passion's  madness, 

Are  these  the  founts  alone  of  sadness  ? 

The  alembic  of  the  Past  transfuses 

All  things  to  sweetness,  sorrow  loses 
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Her  bitter  sting,  and  Pain  her  smart, 
Becoming  joy's  own  counterpart. 
Ay!  Oft  the  vision  of  my  days 
Comes  back  to  me.     I  tread  the  ways 
That  erst  I  trod.     I  read  the  sands 
Of  Life  again,  and  turn  with  hands 
Impatient  o'er  the  book  of  Time, 
And  learn  the  Poesy  sublime 
Of  childhood's  pure  simplicity, 
Of  youth's  unshackled  liberty  ; — ■ 
Dear  is  the  sorrow  of  the  Past 
For  all  the  joy  it  overcast. 

There  is  a  pleasure  rich  and  holy 

Gushing  from  fount  of  melancholy ; 

And  thoughts  come  bounding  wild  and  strange, 

Upon  my  brain, 

As,  once  again, 

I  seem  to  range 
Amid  a  wilderness  of  smiles, 
To  steer  my  bark  'mong  charmed  isles, 
'Neath  cloudless  skies  and  golden  beams, 
On  waves  that  lave  the  shore  of  dreams, 
Until  I  find  a  little  cove, 
And  anchor  in  the  bay  of  Love. 
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Hark  !  Fancy  whispers  dreamily  : — 
"  Come  leave  thy  boat  and  walk  with  me. 
How  many  shadows  haunt  these  sands  ! 
Mystic  shapes  from  far  off  lands, 
The  genii  of  our  smiles  and  tears, 
Vanished  hopes  and  banished  fears, 
The  fairies  born  of  grief  and  laughter, 
They  wing  the  breeze,  come  follow  after, 
And  join  with  me  the  elfin  band, 
That  dwell  in  mystic  Wonderland. 

Come  ;  and,  as  we  speed  along, 

"We'll  fill  the  air  with  many  a  song, 

Gathered  from  quaint  old  canticles, 

With  echoes  of  sweet  madrigals, 

And  snatches  of  bewitching  tales  ; 

Wakening  up,  in  grot  and  hollow, 

The  music  of  divine  Apollo, 

While  round  our  path  the  dancing  waters  glisten, 

And  all  the  dancing  sprites  stand  charmed  to  listen. 

Then  leave  thy  boat,  and  walk  with  me 

In  the  wild  realm  of  Memory, 

Wandering  on,  and  on,  and  on, 

To  the  dim  waste  of  Oblivion. 

August,  1852. 


SONG. 

Merry  bird  that  singeth 

In  the  summer  bower, 
Joyous  flower  that  flingeth 

Sweets  to  every  hour, 
Happy  bee  that  springeth 
From  the  earth,  and  wingeth 
The  glad  air,  and  bringeth 

Honey  from  the  flower, 
Go  and  tell  my  own  dear  maiden, 
How  with  love  my  heart  is  laden, 
And  that  there  my  fancies  twine 

For  her  a  queenly  bower. 


THE     FARRIEK'S     DAUGHTER. 

The  cottage  overlooks  the  stream, 

Built  on  the  marge  of  Ulna  Water  ; 
There,  as  I  oared  my  boat  along, 
Beneath  the  pallid  moonlight  gleam, 
I  heard  the  music  of  her  song, 
The  Farrier's  lovely  daughter. 

It  echoed  sweetly  on  the  night, 

A  murmur  like  to  falling  water  ; 
And  leaning  on  the  window  sill, 
I  marked  her  there,  in  truth,  a  sight 
To  make  a  very  hermit  thrill, 
The  Farrier's  lovely  daughter. 
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I  rested  on  my  oars  and  heard, 

Her  song  come  mellowed  o'er  the  water ; 
For  silenced  was  the  forge's  noise, 
And  scarce  a  breeze  the  ripples  stirred ; 
The  air  was  hushed  to  list  her  voice, 
The  Farrier's  lovely  daughter. 

It  was  a  low  and  plaintive  strain, 

The  touching  song  of  "  Ulna  Water," 
Of  two  that  sleep  beneath  the  stream, 
In  drowned. rest  two  lovers  lain. 
She  sung  like  one  in  waking  dream, 
The  Farrier's  lovely  daughter 

What  was  it  wrought  upon  my  mind '? 
The  twilight  calmness  of  the  water, 
The  absence  of  all  jarring  sound, 
The  legend-song,  these  all  combined 
To  make  for  me,  a  charm  around 
The  Farrier's  lovely  daughter. 

She  ceased,  and  cast  one  other  look 

Upon  the  moonbeam-lighted  water, 
Then  shut  the  curtained  casement  to. 
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Away,  like  one  that  leaves  a  book 
Half-read,  I  urged  my  boat,  I  knew 
I  loved  the  Farrier's  daughter. 

That  night  I  could  not  sleep  nor  rest, 

My  heart  was  like  a  hungry  water, 

Wild  as  a  tempest-throbbing 'sea, 

All  passion-stormed  and  love-opprest, 

Her  voice  her  image  haunted  me, 

The  Farrier's  lovely  daughter. 

Soon  as  the  morning  light  I  rose, 

And  sought  the  cottage  by  the  water, 
My  spirit  fluttering  like  a  bird. 
The  sleepy  curtains  all  were  close, 
And  not  a  movement  could  be  heard 
In  the  home  o'  the  Farrier's  daughter. 

I  went  to  Ulna  Bridge,  and  watched 
The  dawn  reflected  in  the  water, 
Oh,  what  a  dawn  was  flushing  o'er 
My  being  then  !  for  Love  unlatched 

The  key  o'  my  heart,  and  oped  the  door, 
Ay !  to  the  Farrier's  daughter. 
x 
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And  so  the  dreamy  day  lagged  on, 

And  still  I  watched  the  shining  water. 
The  forge  began  to  roar  and  smoke, 
The  life  to  stir  in  Ulna  town  ; 
To  me  the  stillness  hardly  broke ; 
I  loved  the  Farrier's  daughter. 

There  seemed  a  strange  and  subtle  spell 
That  held  me  gazing  on  the  water. 
I  dreamed,  and,  dreaming,  felt  removed 
From  all  the  stir  around.     Oh,  well 

I  knew  the  dream,  the  spell — I  loved ! — ■ 
I  loved  the  Farrier's  daughter. 

I  wandered  slowly  back  at  noon, 
Along  the  banks  of  Ulna  Water, 
And  still  unbroken  was  the  charm. 
I  met  her,  going  to  the  town, 
A  market-basket  on  her  arm, 
The  Farrier's  lovely  daughter. 

She  gave  from  underneath  her  hood, 

From  bright  blue  eyes  of  purest  water, 
A  sidelong  glance,  and  timid  blushed ; 
x  2 
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A  gladness,  hardly  understood, 
Swift  o'er  the  eager  spirit  rushed; 
I  loved  the  Farrier's  daughter. 

At  eventide  on  Ulna  stream, 

At  eventide  on  Ulna  Water ; 
There,  as  I  oared  my  boat  along, 
Beneath  the  pallid  moonlight  gleam, 
Again  I  heard  her  legend  song, 
The  Farrier's  lovely  daughter. 

She  loitered  on  by  Ulna's  side, 

And  sang  the  song  of  Ulna  Water. 
I  swiftly  oared  my  boat  to  shore, 
And,  hastening  to  the  maiden's  side, 
Beguiled  away  a  pleasant  hour 
With  the  dear  Farrier's  daughter. 

A  light  breeze  swept  along  the  stream, 
And  stirred  the  ripples  in  the  water, 
The  envious  stars  peeped  out  above. 
We  glanced  by  many  a  pleasing  theme, 
Lightly,  and  centred  last  in  love, 
I  and  the  Farrier's  daughter. 
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Oh,  then  I  told  her  all  my  love, 

The  deep  devotion  that  I  brought  her, 
And  all  the  hunger  of  my  heart ; 
She  tried,  but  could  not,  to  reprove ; 
Her  little  lips  refused  to  part, 
The  Farrier's  lovely  daughter. 

I  marked  her  mood,  her  Fancy's  vein, 
And  long  and  tenderly  besought  her, 
Until  I  touched  her  very  heart ; 
I  had  not  pleaded  all  in  vain, 

Nor  vain  had  been  the  instinct  art 
That  wooed  the  Farrier's  daughter. 

A  little  tear  bedewed  each  cheek, 

Two  little  drops  of  passion-water, 
Two  silent  tokens  of  her  thought, 
The  pledges  which  she  could  not  speak, 
Sweet  pledges  which  I  could  not  doubt, 
The  Farrier's  lovely  daughter. 

Ah !  lightly  sped  the  moons  away, 

That  brightened  over  Ulna  Water, 
Making  the  cottage  windows  shine  ; 
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And  swiftly  brought  the  wedding  day, 

That  crowned  our  love  and  made  her  mine, 
The  Farrier's  lovely  daughter. 

Alas,  how  brief  are  human  joys! 

O'er  Ulna  Town  and  Ulna  Water 
Still  sweetly  shines  the  moon  at  Even ; 
I  wander  lone  beneath  the  skies, 
For  she  is  now  a  saint  in  Heaven, 
The  Farrier's  lovely  daughter. 

Oh  Memory  of  my  long  lost  bride ! 

Oft  as  I  walk  by  Ulna  Water, 

And  watch  the  ripples  as  of  yore, 

I  think  her  wandering  by  my  side, 

And  seem  to  hear  her  song  once  more, 

The  Farrier's  lovely  daughter. 


THE     DEATH     OF    ADONIS. 

FROM    THE    GREEK    OF    BION. 
I. 

I  wail  Adonis !  Love  take  up  the  wail ! 

Beautiful  Adon,  on  the  mountains  lying ; 
His  white  thigh  with  a  white  tusk  wounded ;  pale 

With  grief,  despairing  Venus  views  him  dying, 

And  all  the  air  is  full  of  her  sad  sighing. 
See,  from  the  snow-white  flesh  the  dark  blood  flows, 

From  his   dear   veins   the   heart-warm  current 
flying, 
And  underneath  his  clear  and  arching  brows 
His  deep  blue  eyes  are  set,  in  stiff  and  dread  repose. 

ii. 
Thence  the  warm  smiles  for  ever  have  departed, 

And  from  his  rose-bued  lips  the  colour  flies, 
The  lips  she  loved  so,  Venus  passionate-hearted, 

Well  may  she  utter  forth  her  piteous  sighs ; 

For  from  those  lips  even  the  dear  kiss  dies, 
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That  thrilling  kiss,  ah,  can  she  e'er  forego  ? 

Though  breathless  now  in  death  and  cold  he  lies, 
'Tis  sweet  to  press  them  still  amidst  her  woe, 
But  answering  kiss  for  kiss  he  ne'er  can  yield  her  now. 

in. 
Alas,  alas !  Her  Adon  is  no  more  ! 

Soon  as  she  saw  the  wide  and  gaping  wound, 
And  the  dark  sanguinary  tide  outpour, 

She  cast  herself  in  anguish  on  the  ground, 

And  her  fair  arms  embracingly  around 
His  pale  corse  flung ; — "  Dear  Adon  yet  remain, 

Oh,  stay  but  yet,  that  for  the  last  time  drowned 
In  ecstacy  of  love,  these  arms. may  strain 
Thy  form  to  mine,  these  lips  may  mix  with  thine  again ! 

IV. 

Afar  thou  fliest  to  the  dismal  realm, 

Where  hateful  Pluto  keeps  his  court.     Ah  me ! 
Unhappy  that  I  am,  whom  griefs  o'erwhelm, 

Of  heavenly  birth,  I  cannot  follow  thee. 

Farewell  my  Adon,  mine  no  more  to  be : 
O  Proserpine,  take  him  to  thy  bower, 

Far  happier  thou  than  I !  'tis  mine  to  see 
All  beauty  glide  to  thee,  all  joy,  all  power, 
And  I  am  left  alone  to  mourn  my  perished  flower. 
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V. 

Thou  diest  Adon ;  oh,  thrice- wished  for !  thou 
My  sole  desire,  art  vanished  like  a  dream ; 

With  thee,my  charmed  zone  is  perished  now. 

Oh !  wherefore  overbold  didst  thou  misdeem 
Thine  was  the  hunter's  part?  The  morning  beam 

Was  not  more  beautiful  than  thou ;  oh !  why 

'Mong  beasts  of  prey  didst  peril  that  fair  frame  ? 

Why  rashly  eager  to  the  chase  didst  hie  ?" — 

Thus  Venus  wailed,  and  Love  re-echoed  every  sigh. 

VI. 

Alas,  alas !  Her  Adon  is  no  more  ! 

As  many  pearly  tears  she  shed,  as  he 
From  his  white  thigh  did  drops  of  blood  outpour ; 

And  where  they  fell,  the  Earth  all  pityingly 

Transformed  them  into  fairest  flowers  that  be. 
His  blood  gave  birth  to  the  warm  blushing  rose, 

And  'neath  her  tears  the  white  anemone 
Upsprang ;  nor  is  there  any  flower  that  blows 
Besides,  to  tender  lovers'  hearts  more  dear  than  those. 


LAST    NIGHT. 

Last  night  I  heard  thee  speak  fond  thoughts  of  love, 
Last  night  thine  eyes  rayed  rapture  into  mine ; 

The  secret  stars  were  peeping  out  above, 
In  very  envy  of  such  bliss  divine. 

We  wandered  out  beyond  the  noisy  town 

And  heard  the  wistful  whisper  of  the  trees, 

The  plashing  of  the  river  rippling  down, 

And  the  faint  murmur  of  the  evening  breeze. 

We  sat  together  in  a  quiet  spot, 

Beside  us  waved  the  grasses  idly  blown ; 
And  at  our  feet  the  fond  Forget-me-not 

Shone  blue,  amid  the  moonlight  streaming  down. 

No  tone  of  sorrow  in  the  summer  sound, 

No  touch  of  sadness  in  the  summer  skies, 

But  beauty  in  the  wide  champaign  around, 

And  love  and  beauty  beaming  in  thine  eyes. 
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Nor  any  thought  of  grief  disturbed  my  breast, 
Or  wakened  Memory  up  to  tumult  wild ; 

Within  my  brain  the  Past  lay  hushed  to  rest, 
All  sweet  and  silent  as  a  sleeping  child. 

My  arm  was  folded  round  thee,  and  I  felt 

Thy  bosom  beat  against  my  own  in  bliss ; 

A  moment  on  thy  liquid  look  I  dwelt, 

Then,  proud  with  love,  poured  out,  in  one  wild 
kiss, 

My  spirit  on  thy  lips ;  and  in  that  gladness 

Seemed  it   as   though   our  inmost    souls   were 
blending, 

A  joy  that  compensates  for  every  sadness, 
And  peerless  earnest  of  a  love  unending. 

Ah,  what  though  Time,  with  unrelenting  hand, 
May  sweep  away  our  blessings,  one  by  one, 

Till  Life  lie  shipwrecked  on  the  beaten  strand, 
And  Love  bereft  in  Death  be  left  alone ! 

Love  cannot  wholly  die  or  pass  away  ; 

And  our's  shall  gain  with  Time  a  deeper  light, 
And  bloom  beyond  the  reach  of  all  decay  ; 

Of  such  prophetic  would  I  deem  Last  Night ! 


A    DREAM. 

A  dreaui  came  blending  with  my  sleep  at  night ; — ■ 

Methought,  along  a  wild  tumultuous  stream, 
I  voyaged  on  towards  a  land  of  light 

That  in  the  distance  lay,  where  many  a  beam 
Of  splendour  did  illumine  hills  that  rose 

Majestic  on  the  view,  whose  tops  did  seem 

To  touch  the  skies,  crowned  with  eternal  snows. 

And  up  the  mountain-side  I  did  behold 
Tall  castles  lying  fair  in  proud  repose, 

Whose  haughty  turrets,  sheeted  o'er  with  gold, 
The  setting  sun  reflected.     Banners  bright 

Amid  the  breeze  their  standards  did  unfold, 
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With  gay  emblazonings,  from  every  height, 

And  far  away,  along  the  river-shore, 
I  could  discern  fair  forms  of  life  and  light 

And  beauty ;  that  I  urged  my  bark  the  more 
Above  the  foaming  wave.     I  longed  to  be 
Still  nearer,  and  to  worship  and  adore 

Those  glorious  beings ;  face  to  face  to  see 

Their  untold  loveliness ;  but  as  I  gained 
Towards  that  sunny  clime,  it  seemed  to  flee 

Before  me,  fading  further  still  inland. 
And  other  voyagers  upon  that  tide 

Were  hurrying  forward,  with  impetuous  hand 

Urging  their  vessels'  flight.     On  every  side 

They  were  around  me,  men  of  youthful  form 
And  countenance,  who  had  like  me  in  pride 

Set  forth  at  morn,  defying  wind  and  storm, 
To  reach  that  land  of  beauty  and  to  range 

Those  gleaming  shores. — Long  weary  hours  their 
term 
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Had  now  fulfilled,  when,  lo !  a  wondrous  change 

Came  o'er  that  region's  hue  and  scenery ; 
And  all  the  atmosphere  grew  dark  and  strange ; 

And  the  fair  shapes  of  light  did  howling  flee 
Away,  like  demons  of  an  evil  dream  ; 
And  the  wild  river  widened  to  a  sea 

Of  dismal  depth  and  darkness,  by  no  beam 

Of  light  illumined;  and  no  sound  I  heard. 
Saving  at  intervals  the  hideous  scream 

Of  the  hollow  wind,  or  of  unholy  bird. 
And  now  mad  tempest  from  surrounding  cloud 
Broke  over  me  in  wrath,  and  furious  stirred 

The  waves  to  awful  revelry.     Then  shroud 

And  mast  and  sails  were  riven  and  born  away, 
And  all  the  voyagers  did  wail  aloud 

Their  bitter  fate,  while  the  fierce  lightening's 
play 
Did  mock  their  grief.     At  length  the  tempest  spent 
Its  fury ;  through  the  breaking  clouds  a  ray 
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Of  light  shone  forth  ;  yet  whitherward  we  went, 
O'er  that  waste  water,  knew  not  one,  but  all 
Were  overcome  with  torturous  lament 

For  the  bright  scene  departed  that  did  call 
Them  forth  at  early  morn. — And  this  is  life ; 
And  thus  to  us  on  Earth  it  doth  befal ; 

In  Youth  we  plunge  delighted  in  the  strife, 

And  seem  to  see  before  us  a  career 
Of  favour,  fame  and  golden  fortune,  rife 

With  love  and  happiness;  .until  we  near 
The  term  of  middle-age,  and  then  we  wake 
To  all  the  dire  delusion,  to  despair 

And  wail  our  loss  with  hearts  well-nigh  to  break. 

And  thus,  in  sleep  upon  my  bed  at  night, 
My  dream  of  Life's  own  picture  did  partake. 


THE    LADY     ALICE    FLEMING. 

In  the  twilight  cool  and  shady, 
At  the  casement  sat  the  Lady 

Alice  Fleming,  while  the  silver 
Crescent  gathered  light  above ; 
Partly  joying,  partly  grieving, 
Sat  she  sighing,  fondly  weaving 

Many  strange  and  subtle  fancies 
Shadowed  of  the  soul  of  love. 


Lady  Alice,  few  have  seen  her 
But  have  marked  her  high  demeanour, 
Graceful,  yet  with  all  the  pride 

Of  those  whom  they  call  nobly  born ; 
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And  her  beauty,  pale  pure  features, 
Such  as  only  prouder  natures 

Boast,  close-chiselled  like  a  saint's, 
And  lips,  the  very  type  of  scorn. 


Not  an  hour  had  yet  passed  over, 
Since  a  brave  and  noble  lover, 

Kneeling  at  her  feet,  had  taken 
Her  white  hand  within  his  own 
And,  in  words  of  tender  wooing, 
Told  her  of  his  heart's  undoing. 

Bade  her  take  it  to  her  keeping, 
And  to  rule  it  like  a  throne. 


With  the  fringes  of  the  curtain 
Lightly  playing,  as  uncertain 
Of  the  purport  of  his  words, 

The  Lady  half  inclined  her  head, 
With  her  large  eyes  fixed  upon  him, 
Silent  and  unmoved,  so  won  him 
Of  his  secret  soul,  then  proudly 
Kose  up  like  a  queen  and  said  : — 
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Sir,  I  thank  you  for  your  wooing, 

And  deplore  your  heart's  undoing, 

Much  I  pity  you,  and  if 

I  could  a  kindred  love  would  learn ; 
Sorry  am  I,  sir,  to  grieve  you, 
But  not  loving  can  but  leave  you, 

And  I  trust,  where  next  you  love, 
Your  love  may  win  a  kind  return. 


So  she  chilled  his  love  and  left  him, 
And  her  bitter  words  bereft  him 

Of  the  hope  of  months,  he  staggered 
Half  bewildered  to  depart ; 
While  above  him,  silver- shrilling, 
Eose  light  peals  of  laughter,  trilling 

Through  the  place,  their  echoes  sank 
Like  venomed  arrows  in  his  heart. 


In  the  twilight  cool  and  shady, 
At  the  casement  sat  the  Lady 

Alice  Fleming,  while  the  silver 
Crescent  gathered  light  above ; 
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Partly  joying,  partly  grieving, 
Sat  she  sighing,  fondly  weaving 

Many  strange  and  subtle  fancies 
Shadowed  of  the  soul  of  love. 


And  he  loves  me,  sighed  the  Lady, 
And  I  chilled  his  love  and  said  he 

Could  not  teach  me  kindred  passion, 
All  the  while  I  loved  him  well ; 
And  I  fondly  thought  to  pride  me 
In  my  scorn,  while  he,  beside  me, 
Wasted  out  his  soul  in  anguish, 
Ah  !  that  he  were  here  to  tell 


Once  again  his  deep  devotion ; 
Then  I  think  some  kind  emotion 

Might  o'ermaster  pride  within  me, 
And  I  would  not  scorn  him  then ; 
For  I'd  tell  him  how  I  love  him,       '  - 
And  these  eyes  should  doat  above  him, 
And  these  lips  on  his  should  nestle, 
And  he  should  not  plead  in  vain. 
y  2 
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Starts  she,  for  her  dream  is  broken, 
His  the  whisper,  his  the  token 
That  her  scorn  is  all  forgiven, 
And  his  sorrow  laid  at  rest ; 
Dearest,  said  she,  do  not  chide  me ! — 
And  she  kissed  him, — let  me  hide  me 

These  warm  blushes,' — and  she  weeping 
Laid  her  head  upon  his  breast. 


RUNAWAY     CUPID. 

FROM  THE  GREEK  OP  MOSCHUS. 
I. 

Fair  Venus  one  day  went  seeking  her  son, 
Her  fugitive  son,  of  Love  the  young  lord, 

And  cried, — "In  the  highways  has  any  one  seen 
My  truant  ?  O  tell  me,  and  win  the  reward ! 

From  the  rose-lips  of  Venus  the  dearly  prized  kiss ; 

But  whoe'er  brings  him  back  shall  have  far  more  than 
this. 

ii. 
He's  a  marvellous   child,  'mong  a  score  you  might 
know  him ; 
His  complexion  not  white,  but  like  fire ;  and  his 
eyes 
Are  piercing  and  keen ;  and  his  heart  very  cruel ; 
But  softer  and  sweeter  than  honey  his  voice  ; 
For  his  speech  is  beguiling  and  smooth,  and  belies 
His  untameable  heart ; — the  most  guileful  of  boys. 
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III. 

Like  the  sunbeams  the  ringlets  adorning  his  head ; 

His   face  is  audacious ;    his  hands,  though   but 
small, 
The  fiercest  of  darts  throw  with  skill,  e'en  as  far 

As  the  Stygian  realms  and  the  king  of  them  all : 
His  body  is  naked,  but  shrouded  his  mind ; 
And  he  flies  here  and  there,  like  a  bird  on  the  wind ; 

IV. 

From   maidens  to  youths  and  from  youths  back  to 
maids, 
And  ever  behind  leaves  a  pang  in  their  hearts ; 
For  his  bow  is  well-bent,  and  he  shoots  to  the  skies, 
Wounding  goddesses  even,  and  gods    with   his 
darts; 
On  his  back  a  well-filled  golden  quiver  he  bears, 
And  even  to  wound  his  own  mother  oft  dares. 

v. 
Ah  cruel ! — But  still  worse ;  with  his  torch  has  this 
urchin 
Made  with  love  even  Phoebus  himself  raging  hot ; 
So  if  thou  shouldst  find  him,  just  bind  him,  and  bring 
him ; 
Oh  bind  him,  and  bring  him,  and  pity  him  not ; 
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And  though  he  should  weep,  let  his  sorrow  not  grieve 

thee, 
His  tears  are  all  false  and  but  meant  to  deceive  thee. 

VI. 

And  if  he  should  smile  on  thee,  seize  him !  and  if 
He  offers  his  red  lips  to  kiss  thee,  oh  tarry, 

Nor  kiss  him,  for  poison  is  under  his  lips ! 

And  if  he  should  say  take  these  weapons  I  carry, 

You  may  have  them  a  present,  beware  the  young  liar, 

Nor  touch  them  at  all,  they  are  all  tipt  with  fire ! 


MY     OWN     FIRESIDE. 

When  the  long  summer  glories  at  Even  are  seen, 
With  purple  and  amber  adorning  the  scene, 
How  sweet  in  the  meadows  and  vallies  to  rove, 
And  pour  out  my  heart  to  the  woman  I  love ! 
But  when  winter  nights  darken  and  winter  winds 

blow, 
And  the  thick  clouds  are  falling  in  tissues  of  snow, 
I  desire  in  no  happier  bliss  to  abide, 
Than  the  household  delights  of  my  Own  Fireside. 

My  own  Fireside !  There's  no  dearer  on  Earth ; 
How  happy  the  warmth  that  burns  o'er  the  hearth  1 
How  happy  am  I,  when  I  hear  the  loud  blaze, 
As  I  read,  poring  over  some  book  of  old  days, 
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A  tale  of  affection  or  love-poem  to  her 
Who  sits  at  her  work  in  the  old  easy-chair, 
The  woman  I  led  to  the  altar  a  bride, 
For  an  angel  of  love  cheers  my  own  Fireside. 

My  own  fireside  !  What  though  troubles  may  come, 
So  they  leave  me  the  light  of  the  hearth  of  my  home, 
And  my  books  and  my  wife,  I  dread  not  their  ill, 
For  I  know  I  shall  then  be  a  happy  man  still : 
Let  others  go  seeking  the  joys  that  await 
On  Fashion,  and  sense  and  the  smiles  of  the  great ; 
I  laugh  at  their  riot  and  pity  their  pride, 
In  the  quiet  content  of  my  own  fireside. 


AN     ADDRESS. 

WRITTEN  TOE  THE  MEETING  OF  A  LITERARY  SOCIETY. 

While  the  sere  leaves  are  mellowing  to  the  fall, 
And  Autumn  crowned  with  glory  far  and  wide, 
Like  a  great  conqueror  o'er  the  battle  field, 
Roameth  in  search  of  spoil,  and  autumn  rites 
Are  kept  right  merrily,  and  the  fair  fruits 
Of  Nature,  bounteous  giver,  are  stored  in, 
And  the  sheaves  piled  on  high,  the  festive  board 
Laden  with  ruby  wine,  and  clustering  grapes, 
And  heaps  of  dates  and  gourds  and  pomegranates, 
We  too  keep  here  an  Autumn  festival ; 
And  not  one  crown  alone  hath  the  great  king, 
But  he  is  doubly  crowned,  and  Knowledge  comes, 
Clasped  hand  in  hand  with  Wisdom,  and,  with  song 
And  triumph-shout  and  flowing  oratory, 
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Ay !  all  the  gifts  of  Thought  and  Poesy, 
She  showers  a  fitting  tribute  at  his  feet. 

Sweet  is  it  to  clasp  mutual  hands,  and  greet 
With  mutual  voice,  and  softly  interchange 
The  mutual  thoughts  and  courtesies  of  friends. 
Oh !  sweet  it  is  to  stand  among  our  own, 
Those  whom  we  love,  and  trust  and  long  have  known, 
And  smile  upon  them,  and  win  back  their  smiles, 
And  strive  for  their  applause  and  feel  it  ours, 
And  know  our  worth  is  not  unnoticed !  Ah  ! 
This  is  a  joy  that  only  Friendship  gives, 
'Twere  worth  a  thousand  flowers  by  stranger  hands 
Culled,  and  in  garlands  wreathed,  and  waving  high 
To  mark  a  triumph ;  or  a  thousand  shouts 
Of  stranger  tongues,  blown  on  the  breath  of  Fame, 
And  hailing  the  triumphant ;  worthier  far 
This  joy,  and  such  a  joy  to-night  is  ours. 

Dear  Friends !    You  come,  we  come  as  votaries 
This  night  at  Wisdom's  shrine.     Her  plenteous  horn, 
For  you,  for  us,  is  stored  with  gifts  and  well 
Attests  the  giver's  opulence.     'Tis  Mind, — 
Mind  that  alone  on  sin-polluted  Earth 
Still  bears  the  stamp  of  Godhead,  and  that  first 
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Startled  old  Chaos  in  Creative  Word, — 

'Tis  Mind  hither  entices  us,  and  here 

Gathered  before  her  shrine  beholds  her  own. 

What  hath  she  not  accomplished  ?  She  hath  taken 

The  raw  material  of  created  things 

And  shaped  them  to  her  use,  and  sent  them  forth, 

Her  missions  to  perform,  her  errands  bear, 

From  corner  to  far  corner  of  the  World. 

She  by  her  magic  science  hath  upclomb 

To  high  Olympus,  and,  Prometheus-like, 

Hath  stolen  the  quenchless  fire  of  Zeus,  brought  down 

The  precious  theft  to  Earth,  and  like  a  God 

To  dumb  dead  matter  given  a  life  and  voice. 

Oh  !  not  for  us  the  idle  dreams  of  life 
That  the  weak-spirited  oft  dream ;  'tis  not 
For  us  to  soothe  our  souls  in  sleepfulness, 
Or  steep  the  senses  in  impure  delights, 
Forgetting  our  great  treasure,  God's  fair  gift, 
This  life  within  a  life,  our  Human  Mind, 
Mind  half  divine  1  No,  we  love  sterner  tasks, 
And  seek  to  test  the  gem  and  prove  its  worth, 
Be  nobler  minds  and  nobler  sons  of  God. 
What  though  the  task  be  difficult  and  hard, 
Our  souls  are  stronger  for  the  pains  of  life  ! 


380  AN    ADDKESS. 

To  brave  the  thousand  dangers  of  the  world, 
And  grapple  with  the  force  of  circumstance, 
And  be  as  kings  in  knowledge,  not  as  children, 
This  is  our  elder  pride,  to  front  the  skies 
And  stand  triumphant  'mid  the  shocks  of  doom. 

So  this  sweet  feast  to  Mind  is  consecrate, 
And  all  the  fruits  we  bring  result  of  Mind, 
Oh  not  her  noblest  fruits  perchance,  but  still 
Her  fruits ;  and  knowing  this  we  have  no  fear 
Of  their  acceptance,  glad  to  lavish  them, 
And  be  approved  by  those  we  hold  our  friends. 


0  N  W  0  M  A  N. 

TRANSLATED  FROM  THE  GREEK  OF  ANACRE0N. 

Wken  Nature,  with  a  lavish  hand, 
Dispensed  her  gifts  o'er  all  the  land, 
To  every  creature  in  his  turn, 
She  gave  the  bull  his  curved  horn, 
His  proud  hoofs  to  the  prancing  steed, 
To  the  swift  hares  their  nimble  speed, 
Fins  to  the  tenants  of  the  deep, 

To  birds  the  light  and  aery  wing, 
And  his  dark  yawning  cave  of  teeth 

To  the  ferocious  forest-king : 
To  man  she  gave  the  martial  pride, 

The  courage  strong  to  dare  and  strive ; 
But  when  it  came  to  woman's  turn, 

She  knew  no  longer  what  to  give. 
Oh,  then  on  Woman  she  bestowed 

The  richest  royallest  gift  of  all, 
Beauty,  beneath  whose  killing  glance 

The  proud,  the  brave,  the  strong  must  fall ; 
For  mightier  far  than  steel  or  fire, 

Are  Beauty's  sweet  and  witching  wiles ; 
'Tis  woman  vanquishes  the  heart, 

And  slays  the  strongest  with  her  smiles. 


A    BIRTHDAY     ODE. 

Emma,  it  is  thy  birthday  ;  and,  this  morn, 

I  would  enrich  thee,  in  thy  happy  bower, 

With  some  sweet  tribute  tremulously  torn 

From  the  high  shrine  of  song,  some  votive  flower 
To  deck  the  altar  of  the  heart,  a  dower 

Affection  doubly  to  endear  :  my  lay 

I  deem  indeed  too  poor  for  this  rich  hour; 

But  thou  wilt  count  it  worthy ;  thou  wilt  say, 

It  breathes  a  genial  thought  that  cannot  pass  away. 

I  sing  not  for  the  world  ;  oh,  not  for  them 

These  thoughts  a  genial  garb  may  seem  to  wear ! 

They  would  these  gentle  dreamings  all  contemn, 
Falling  too  like  a  mockery  on  the  ear 
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Alone  familiar  with  the  carking  care 
Of  gold,  and  sounds  that  never  soar  above 

The  market's  selfish  chilling  atmosphere  ; 
Not  for  the  world,  but  thee,  this  chaplet  wove 
Of  flowers  that  glow  with  tints  of  never-dying  love. 

For  our  deep  love,  my  darling,  cannot  fade, 

And  its  pure  glories  never  may  depart : 
Eich  with  the  hues  of  Heaven,  its  home  is  made 

In  the  wide  chambers  of  the  Eternal  Heart. 

Ah  !  Here  the  hand  of  Time  can  have  no  part : 
Love  laughs  at  all  the  ravage  of  the  years  ; 

His  hours  outlive  the  centuries  of  Art, 
His  moments  are  immortal,  and  he  bears 
Bliss  in  his  wildest  woe,  Eden  even  in  his  tears. 

The  thrones  and  palaces  of  Earth  decay, 

The  high-imagined  works  of  Genius  fade, 

Kingdoms  and  stablished  empires  pass  away 

Before  the  might  of  Death,  even  as  the  shade 
Chased  by  the  sunbeam  from  the  summer  glade  ; 

But  Love  is  boundless,  free  and  unconfined, 

O'er  change  and  tempest  smiling  undismayed ; 

For  Love,  true  Love,  is  of  the  heart  and  mind, 

And  in  the  flight  of  Time  leaves  even  Death  behind. 
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Such  Love  is  ours,  a  love  of  large  increase, 

And  as  he  wanders  up  the  mountain  heights, 
Along  a  pathway  of  perpetual  peace, 

He  gathers  still  fuller  and  fresh  delights. 

Far  overhead  glimmer  the  lonely  lights ; 
Below  lie,  sheathed  in  many  a  leafy  dell, 

Cottage  and  homestead  ;  and  the  lazy  nights 
Creep  on ;  the  birthdays  pass ;  but  all  is  well 
Where  Love  is,  though  his  music  be  a  passing  bell ! 


TO    MY    FATHER— ON    HIS    BIRTHDAY. 

The  Autumn  sun  is  gold  o'er  all  the  land, 

The  Autumn  leaves  are  mellowing  to  the  fall, 
The  God  of  Autumn  yields  on  every  hand 

His  bounteous  gifts,  and  smileth  over  all. 

Autumn !     'Tis  Nature's  great  high  festival, 
The  crowning  glory  of  the  flying  year ; 

Pile  high  the  sheaves,  and  from  the  laden  wall 
Gather  the  purple  clusters,  far  and  near, 
Be  the  glad  rites  observed  with  plenty  and  good  cheer. 

The  year  is  waning.     Ah !  how  grand  he  seems, 
Fronting  the  setting  sun  right  regally ! 

He  takes  the  cup  in  hand,  brimful  of  dreams, 

And  drinks  the  golden  Autumn  wine  of  joy ; 
And  loud  the  songs  of  harvest-home  rise  high ; 
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Autumn  is  ever  grand !     Ami  now,  fond  charm  ; 

There  is  a  double  Autumn ;  and  I  try, 
This  birthday  hour,  while  sitting  there  so  calm 
Crowned  with  worth  thou  art,  to  tune  a  tribute  psalm. 

What  grateful  tribute  can  affection  bring- 
To  twin  affection?     I  am  weak.     Ah  me  ! 

And  when  I  would  of  all  thy  goodness  sing, 
This  bosom  is  too  full,  and  cannot  be 
Aught  but  a  silent  singer.     Oh,  to  thee 

What  debt  is  due,  which  I  can  ne'er  repay, 
Save  with  this  overflowing  Memory, 

That  echoes  with  that  lingering  infant  day 

When  thy  fond  cares  were  mine  ! — 0  wanderer!  where 


I  seem  to  be  again  the  tender  child, 

What  time  I  sat  upon  thy  parent  knee 
And  prattled  oft  of  fancies  strange  and  wild, 

And  thou  wouldst  smile  and  kiss  and  fondle  me, 

Or  else  thy  little  bird  of  company, 
Thy  constant  hand  in  hand,  for  ever  near. 

Oh !  what  sweet  lingering  thoughts  rush  over  me, 

That  scarce  I  can  restrain  the  bursting  tear, 

The  tear  of  gratitude  to  thee,  O  Father  dear  ! 
z  2 
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Father  and  Friend !     True  friend,  I  know  thee  well, 
Oh  might  I  live  as  brave  a  life  as  thine, 

As  true  to  God  and  man,  and  ever  dwell 

In  such  a  peaceful  calm  of  thought,  what  mine 
Of  wealth  it  were  !  what  ray  of  the  divine ! 

And  at  my  Autumn  time  sit  grand  as  thou ! 

Come  Father,  let  me  pledge  thee  in  the  wine 

Undying  love  and  duty,  rendering  now, 

And  still  for  aye,  due  honour  to  that  noble  brow ! 

1853. 


TO  MRS.  H.  E.  M.  ON  HER  BIRTHDAY. 

FEBRUARY    7TH,    1858. 

Though  coldly  shines  the  winter  sun 

This  heart  is  warm  within, 
Affection  strikes  the  sounding  strings, 

A  tribute-song  to  win. 

A  song  by  love  and  hope  inspired 

To  tell  that  thou  art  dear, 
And  dear  the  day  that  brings  to  thee 

Another  happy  year. 

Oh  !  may  it  be  for  thee  a  year 

With  richest  blessings  crowned  ; 

May  flowerets  bloom  about  thy  path, 
And  peace  and  joy  abound. 
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Peace  that  the  world  can  ne'er  bestow, 

The  world  can  ne'er  destroy  ; 
And  God's  approving  smile  that  gives 

A  bliss  without  alloy. 

Nor  one  alone,  but  many  years 

Of  happiness  be  thine, 
And  many  Sabbath-birthdays  dowered 

With  Love  and  Grace  Divine. 


And  ever  as  the  flying  time 

Brings  round  thy  natal  morn, 

May  wreaths  of  song  like  this  be  twined, 
The  season  to  adorn. 

Until,  at  length  thy  journey  done, 

To  thee  it  shall  be  given, 
To  wear  a  glorious  crown  and  tune 

A  better  sons;  in  Heaven. 


THE     POET'S     HOLIDAY, 


AT    MATLOCK,    DERBYSHIRE. 

Sweet  it  is  on  summer  day, 
While,  like  children  at  their  play, 
The  young  breezes  here  and  there 
Wander  up  and  down  the  air, 
Flinging  odorous  sweets  around ; 
While  across  the  blue  profound 
Not  even  one  stray  cloudlet  floats ; 
While  the  insects  swarm  like  motes, 
In  the  beams  benign  shed  down 
By  the  broad  and  radiant  sun ; 
While  a  thousand  dancing  rills 
Scatter  spray  among  the  hills, 
Browsed  ]iy  the  white  and  lowing  huvils 
"Filled  with  uiuwic  by  the  birds, 
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That  amid  the  pine-trees  tall 

Hold  their  choral  festival ; 

While,  through  vallies  drowsed  in  dream, 

Murmurs  on  the  cool  green  stream, 

Under  wood,  and  cave,  and  bower, 

And  beetling  crag  where  weed  and  flower 

In  the  scant  soil  together  grow, 

Watching  the  wave  that  winds  below  ; 

While  over  all  things  seems  to  brood 

A  something  felt,  not  understood, 

A  soul-like  sense,  a  magic  power, 

The  life,  the  spirit  of  the  hour, 

And  charms  the  heart  with  whispers  deep, 

Whispers  like  those  that  when  asleep 

Come  to  us  in  our  dreams,  but  make 

No  longer  stay  when  we  awake, 

Whispers  with  meanings  audible, 

But  such  as  words  can  never  tell, 

Like  angel-sounds  by  Echo  riven 

From  the  rapt  harmonies  of  Heaven ; 

While  Earth  and  Air  and  Heaven  all  seem 

To  court  repose  in  lap  of  dream ; 

'Tis  sweet  among  the  hills  to  lie 

And  gaily  sport  with  Reverie  ; 

To  scape  from  Thought's  more  sobw  rule, 
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In  thoughts  that  will  not  brook  control, 
But  mingle,  spurning  curb  and  rein, 
Within  the  chambers  of  the  brain, 
And  to  light  measures  leap  and  dance, 
Proud  of  their  own  luxuriance, 
Like  bees  that  wanton  'mong  the  bowers, 
Sipping  sweet  honey  from  the  flowers, 
From  each  and  all  collect  their  fill, 
And  riot  at  their  own  sweet  will. 

Let  despise  who  will  despise- 
The  dear  realm  of  reveries, 
They  perchance  have  never  known 
What  it  is  to  weep  and  groan, 
'Neath  the  weight  of  anguish  cast 
By  Time's  unrelenting  blast, 
Like  a  cloud  above  the  heart ; 
They  have  never  felt  the  smart 
Of  perished  hopes,  of  love  decayed, 
Of  dreams  long  buried  'neath  the  shade 
Of  shrouding  cold  Eeality  ; 
Let  them  laugh  at  reverie  ; 
Call  it  idle,  call  it  folly ; 
But  for  me,  whom  Melancholy 
Many  a  dav  hath  won  In  sriteve 
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That  hopes  betray  and  friends  deceive, 

A  delightful  thing  it  is 

To  escape  from  memories 

Of  the  Past,  to  drive  away 

Haunting  sorrow  for  a  day, 

And  to  give  unfettered  range 

To  the  Fancy  amid  strange 

And  untraversed  fields  to  roam, 

Fields  where  day-dreams  bright  make  home, 

Where  Song's  starry-visioned  queen 

Sceptres  all  the  wide  demesne, 

Where  no  carking  cares  intrude 

On  the  poet's  solitude, 

Where  no  semblance  of  annoyance 

Comes  to  mar  the  sense  of  joyance, 

Nor  one  envious  gust  of  grief 

Breaks  upon  love's  high  belief, 

Nor  one  grim  unwelcome  doubt 

Creeps  in  from  the  world  without. 

Life  indeed  is  full  of  sorrow, 
And  yet  we  from  life  may  borrow 
Many  a  sweet  etherial  gladness, 
Many  a  mirth  unlinked  with  sadness  : 
And  amid  the  troubled  sea 
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There  are  isles  of  liberty, 

Isles  of  beauty,  isles  of  light 

Safe  from  the  wild  waves'  rude  spite, 

Where  in  willow-shaded  bay, 

We  may  anchor  for  a  day 

Our  poor  battered  barks,  and  gain 

Respite  from  the  stormy  main, 

There  among  the  blooming  bowers 

Let  us  while  away  the  hours, 

Dreaming  many  a  pleasant  dream, 

Dreams  that  worldlings  folly  deem. 

What  though  brief  the  respite  be, 

What  though  hard  reality 

Will  to-morrow  drive  away 

The  dear  dreamings  of  to-day, 

What  though  here  for  mortals  lies 

No  enduring  Paradise, 

Still  to-day,  the  blisses  given 

By  all-kind  and  gracious  Heaven 

Let  us  cherish,  nor  forsake 

Sorrow's  balm  for  sorrow's  sake  ; 

If  to-morrow  we  must  grieve, 

Till  to-morrow  grief  we'll  leave, 

And  among  the  hills  lie  gay 

For  one  gleeful  holiday. 
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Beauteous  arc  the  mountains  round, 
With  the  lofty  pine-woods  crowned ; 
Beautiful  the  vales  below  ; 
Beautiful  is  Derwent's  flow, 
Winding  silently  and  slow 
Around  giant  crags,  that  lean 
To  its  waters  calm  and  green  ; 
Beautiful  the  cottages 
Nested  'mong  the  cliffs  and  trees  ; 
All  is  beautiful  and  grand, 
Like  some  scene  in  Switzerland  ; 
And  every  sound  that  wins  the  ear 
Breathes  a  tone  of  jbyance  clear. 
Come  then,  Fancy !  thou  and  I, 
Let  us  wander  'Heath  the  sky, 
And  free  from  every  touch  of  pain, 
Scatter  forth  our  wealth  like  rain  ; 
We  will  make  on  every  hand 
To  our  minds  a  Fairy  land, 
Peopling  all  the  scene  with  being, 
Shapes  that  brook  ho  mortal  seeing, 
Genii  of  the  streams  and  rills, 
Elf-sprites  of  the  woods  and  hills, 
Fairer  lovelier  than  of  old, 
In  the  fabled  Ago  of  Gold, 
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Played  their  pranks,  as  poets  tell  us. 
In  the  glorious  groves  of  Hellas  ; 
We  will  call  up  all  the  fays 
To  out-rival  those  old  days ; 
Oberon  with  his  princely  court 
To  this  region' shall  resort, 
A  merry  and  melodious  throng, 
While  all  the  hollows  ring  with  song. 

Lo !  what  a  burst  of  melody 
Comes  floating  downward  from  the  sky. 
A  very  rill  of  sound ! — oh,  hark  ! 
Can  this  be  the  matin  lark  ? 
Sure  by  no  song  of  mortal  bird 
Are  thus  the  depths  of  being  stirred, 
But  'tis  the  disembodied  sprite 
Of  some  song  of  high  delight 
Strayed  from  far-off  realms  of  light, 
And  whispering  to  the  wanderer  here 
Of  brighter  scenes  in  brighter  sphere. 
That  lovelier  land  of  deathless  bliss, 
Which  Death's  swift  stream  divides  from  this. 
It  seems  to  bear  the  soul  away 
To  that  realm  of  fadeless  day. 
On  the  light  waves  of  its  sons:: 
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Oh  happy  bird,  thou  doest  me  wrong  ! 
To  me  thy  liquid  measures  tell 
Of  raptures  that,  while  here  I  dwell, 
May  ne'er  be  mine,  joys  only  given 
To  the  redeemed  to  taste  in  Heaven. 

From  the  vale  below  a  troop 
Of  little  peasant-lads,  with  whoop, 
And  wild  hilloa,  and  merry  shout, 
Put  the  silence  to  the  rout, 
And  make  the  echoes  ring  again, 
As  o'er  the  hills  they  climb  and  strain. 
Now,  sweet  Fancy  !  clothe  me  these 
In  some  gay  Arcadian  dress. 
Children  these  of  ancient  time, 
Sung  in  quaint  and  flowery  rhyme, 
From  some  glorious  region  sent, 
With  their  careless  merriment, 
By  some  kind  benignant  Power, 
To  make  glad  the  poet's  hour  : 
Could  I  dream  'twere  thus  indeed ! 
But  ah  !  my  heart  begins  to  bleed  ; 
For  memory  comes  back  to  me, 
Like  some  mariner  o'er  the  sea 
Who  finds  welcome  scant  at  home, 
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Or  like  a  spirit  from  the  tomb 

Of  long-buried  years,  and  brings 

With  her  thoughts  of  Life's  young  springs, 

Early  boyhood's  matin  dream, 

Ere  the  pure  unsullied  stream 

Mixed  with  darker  waters,  ere 

Passion,  sorrow,  pride  or  oare 

Came  to  mar  the  heart  of  joy, 

Ere  the  man  outgrew  the  boy, 

Ere  I  knew  these  years  of  pain ; 

Would  I  were  a  child  again  ! 

But  now  the  sun  has  reached  his  height, 
And  all  the  Peak  is  swathed  in  light. 
Come  then,  Fancy !  some  retreat, 
Sheltered  from  the  noontide  heat, 
Let  us  find  in  yonder  wood, 
Some  quiet  nest  of  drowsihood, 
Where  in  leafy  shade  we'll  lie, 
And  watch  remaining  day  go  by ; 
Till  the  calm  of  evening  creep 
Over  hollow,  glen  and  steep, 
Telling  that  we  at  length  must  part 
With  these  scenes  that  charm  the  heart, 
And  seek  our  distant  homeft)ut  taking 
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With  us,  of  our  merry-making, 
A  remembrance  ne'er  to  leave  us, 
Whatever  life  may  bring  to  grieve  us. 
Ah !  that  such  should  be  our  fate, 
In  this  sublunary  state, 
That  our  dearest  pleasures  may 
Make  with  us  no  lasting  stay ! 
And  we  look  on  what  we  prize, 
With  but  sad  ljsave-taking  eyes ; 
Beauty,  Love,  Delight  and  Glory 
Are  on  Earth  but  transitory ! — ■ 
But  should  envious  Time  e'er  leisure 
For  another  day  of  pleasure, 
Like  to  this,  allow,  I'll  seek 
Then  the  mountains  of  the  Peak, 
And  with  Reverie  be  gay, 
For  another  holiday. 
July  1858. 


TO    JULIA. 

i. 
Hast  thou  seen  the  sunbeam  leaping 

'Mong  the  silver  streams  by  day  ? 
Hast  thou  seen  the  shadows  creeping 

On,  as  daylight  wears  away  ? 
Such  our  life  is  :  never  single  : 

Thus  it  ever  must  befal, 
That  the  lights  and  shadows  mingle 

In  the  earthly  lot  of  all. 

ii. 

Yet,  ah  yet,  sweet  Julia,  could  I 

Shape  the  course  of  life  for  thee, 

With  a  simple  rhyme !  then  would  I 
Have  thy  life  all  sunshine  be ; 
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Joy  unhlent  with  melancholy. 

Years  that  tears  may  never  stain, 

Pure  and  spotless  pleasure,  wholly 
Undisturbed  by  touch  of  Pain. 


'  in. 

But  there  is  a  land,  fair  maiden, 

Brighter  far  than  this,  nor  e'er 
Are  its  dwellers  sorrow-laden, 

For  no  shadows  enter  there  : 
Oh  !  to  thee  may  grace  be  given 

Hero  a  blameless  life  to  lead, 
That,  when  life  is  past,  in  Heaven 

Thou  mayst  find  a  home  indeed. 


a2 


BIRTHDAY     STANZAS. 

TO  M.  A.   M. 

7th  march,  1856. 

Again  the  flying  year  brings  round 
The  happy  birthday  season, 

I  haste  to  welcome  in  the  hour 

With  rhyme,  if  not  with  reason. 

Alas  !  For  Time  is  swift  of  wing, 

And  bears  the  moments  from  us  ; 

While  we  stand  by  the  seasons  die, 
Nor  half  fulfil  their  promise. 

Yet  will  not  I  my  verse  employ 
In  strains  of,  moody  sorrow, 

But  gay  to-day  will  chase  away 
All  grief  until  the  morrow, 
i  3 
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Sure  God  hatli  given  one  day  from  Heaven. 

Unblent  with  melancholy ; 
And  this  sweet  day,  each  year  alway, 

Affection  claimetli  wholly. 

Thy  birthday  Aunt !  then  I  will  chant 

For  thee  a  song  of  joyance, 
Nor  Sorrow's  brood  shall  here  intrude 

To  fill  us  with  annoyance. 

But  kindest  wishes,  o'er  and  o'er, 

Expressed  with  true  affection, 
Shall  fill  all  other  days  for  thee 

With  fondest  recollection. 

God  shield  thee  dear  one  and  enrich 

Thy  life  with  every  blessing, 
And  evermore  may'st  thou  be  found 

Thy  present  peace  possessing. 

Oh !  ne'er  may  care  with  dark  hand  here 

Create  a  day's  confusion  ; 
Be  thine  the  rose  without  the  thorn. 

And  flowers  in  fair  profusion. 
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And  when  Age  comes,  as  come  it  must, 
Oh  !  may  it  bring  no  burden  ; 

But  beauteous  be  thine  almond-tree, 
Gifted  with  glorious  guerdon. 

And  when  thy  days  on  earth  shall  cease, 
Soft  breathe  the  balmy  Even, 

The  herald  of  thy  deathless  morn 
Among  the  saints  in  Heaven. 


TO  MY  WIFE. 

ON  HER  BIRTHDAY,  AUGUST  27TH,  1856. 
I. 

It  is  a  bright  and  golden  August  morn, 

The  lark  is  singing  in  the  unclouded  sky, 
And  on  the  slopes  the  sheaves  of  piled  corn 

Nod  to  the  breeze  that  wanders  idly  by ; 

All  things  around  us  are  alive  with  joy, 
And  joy  is  bounding  in  this  heart  of  mine, 

For  'tis  thy  birthday,  Emma,  and  I  try, 
As  is  my  wont,  a  votive  wreath  to  twine 
Of  Fancy's  flowerets  culled  in  realms  of  song  divine. 

n. 

As  fair  a  morning  brightened  o'er  the  scene 

That  sweet  Spring  time,  and  trees  were  budding 
forth, 
Kobed  in  a  livery  of  infant  green, 

And  the  March  wind  came  whistling  from  the 

North, 
And  the  clear  song  of  re-awakened  Earth 
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Told  of  the  Winter  past,  when  first  with  thee 

Amid  the  fields  I  strolled,  my  heart  gave  birth 
To  new  and  strange  emotions,  flower  and  tree, 
And  bird  and  sunshine  seemed  to  sing  of  love  to  me. 

m. 
Some  thirty  happy  moons  have  waned  since  then, 

And  yet  it  seems  as  'twere  but  yesterday ; 
So  few  of  cares  have  pressed  upon  my  brain, 

So  many  beauties  brightened  round  my  way, 

Making  the  months  one  long  perpetual  May, 
.Since  I  have  called  thee  by  the  name  of  wife  ; 

For  thou  hast  cast  a  wanner  gentler  ray 
Upon  my  path,  with  love  and  rapture  rife, 
Making  for  me  indeed  a  Paradise  of  Life. 

IV. 

I  know  thy  truth  and  well  thy  worth  I  prize, 
Thy  love  surpassing  wealth  of  gold  or  gem  ; 

Dowered  with  the  largess  of  thy  lustrous  eyes, 
I  would  not  change  it  for  a  diadem, 
>'or  highest,  proudest  meed  of  earthly  fame. 

And  what  though  Age  and  Time  must  steal  away 
Thy  youthful  bloom,  I  know  that  still  the  same 

Thy  love  will  flourish,  baffling  all  decay, 

As  tweet,  as  strong,  as  pure  as  peerless  as  to  day. 
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V. 

What  though  each  robber  year,  as  it  departs, 

Despoil  thy  beauty  of  some  radiant  hue, 
Time  hath  no  power  to  put  asunder  hearts 

That  beat  to  Love  and  God  and  Nature  true. 

Age  cannot  rob  thine  intellectual  brow 
Of  its  clear  truth,  thy  lips  of  tenderness, 

Thy  spirit  of  its  calm  celestial  glow, 
Thy  heart  of  Love  ;  and  so  he  leave  thee  these, 
Leave  thee  thy  noble  soul,  my  love  can  ne'er  grow  less. 

VI. 

Oh  !  'tis  an  everlasting  love  !  O'er  Faith 

Like  ours  no  force,  no  sway  hath  envious  Time ; 

Beyond  the  range  of  years,  the  reign  of  Death, 
'Twill  burn  as  now  a  star  for  aye  undim, 
Watched  over  by  the  spotless  seraphim 

In  Heaven's  crowned  citadel,  where  Love's  high  home 
Is  reared  in  glory  endless  and  sublime ; 

And  we  beyond  the  portals  of  the  tomb, 

Twined  hand  in  hand  as  now  our  Father's  land  shall 
roam. 

VII. 

"Ah!  take,  dear  heart,  the  imperfect  gift  I  bring," 
The  little  garland  I  have  here  entwined 
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To  welcome  in  the  day,  an  offering 

Of  tribute  with  unskilful  art  designed 
I  fear,  and  scarcely  worthy  to  be  shrined 

Within  the  temple  of  thy  heart ;  and  yet, 
I  know,  as  thou  art  ever  fond  and  kind, 

Thy  smile  more  dear  than  fame  will  welcome  it ; 

"  Go  little  tribute  song  kneel  at  thy  sovereign's  feet ! 


LINES 


WRITTEN    ON    DEATH     THE    OF    THE    LATE    C.    A.    KREDEKEH,    ESfl., 
WHO    FELL   ASLEEP    IN    JESUS    SEPTEMBER  6xH,    1857. 


"  Blessed  are  the  dead  who  die  in  the  Lord." 

Farewell,  dear  venerated  friend,  farewell ! 
Our  greetings  here  on  Earth  are  over  now, 
And  thy  great  heart  is  silent.     Nevermore 
Shall  I  behold  thy  noble  brow  expand, 
Thine  eye  dilate  while  talking  as  of  old 
Of  Nature,  Art  and  Poesy,  high  themes 
That  wooed  our  converse  in  the  nights  that  were. 

But  why  farewell  ?  and  why  these  falling  tears  ? 
My  friend  is  taken  from  me !  Who  can  bear 
Unmoved  a  separation  from  his  friend  ? 
A  royal  spirit  hath  departed  hence, 
A  king  among  his  fellows  ;  let  me  weep, 


410 


LINES. 


That  so  much  worth  is  taken  from  the  world ! 

I  mourn  the  artist  dead,  the  genius  flown, 

"  The  human-hearted  man"  who  now  lies  low. 

But  wherefore  weep '?     And  why  these    falling 
tears  ? 
Death  hath  no  power  to  sever  heart  from  heart ; 
He  hath  but  gone  a  little  while  before 
Into  the  Master's  kingdom  ;   eye  to  eye 
Beholding  wonders  Earth  could  never  show, 
Surpassing  all  that  ever  Artist  wrought 
Or  dream  of  poet  pictured. — He  hath  gone 
To  be  with  Jesus  ! — Hail  Immortal  Hope  ! — 
A  little  while,  J  too  shall  cross  the  wave, 
And  meet  my  friend  again  on  that  fair  shore 
Where  angels  and  the  spirits  of  the  just 
Walk  clothed  upon  with  glory  ;  there  again 
Shall  meet  him  and  be  parted  nevermore. 


THE   FOURTEENTH   OP   SEPTEMBEE. 
1852. 

It  was  a  dull  and  grey  September  even, 

The  Autumn  mist  was  trembling  on  the  night, 

And  sadly  boding,  through  the  starless  heaven, 

Glimmered  the  features  of  the  pale  Moonlight. 

Swayed  to  and  fro,  like  a  dark  funeral  tassel, 
One  banner  quivered  to  the  nightly  breeze, 

Above  the  turret  of  the  gloomy  castle 

That  frowned  in  sullen  grandeur  o'er  the  seas. 

Without — the  mournful  ocean  waves  were  sighing, 
The  hollow  winds  shuddered  along  the  strand ; 

Within — the  good  old' warrior  lay  dying, 

Or  sleeping  dreamed  he  of  the  better  land. 
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Upon  his  features  lay  a  solemn  beauty, 

A  plumed  smile  played  round  about  Lis  lips, 

He  rested  in  the  winter  of  his  duty, 

Like  a  full  sun  in  grandeur  of  eclipse. 

Along  the  night  there  stole  a  solemn  shadow, 
Like  a  huge  warrior  clothed  in  sable  pall, 

A  moment,  and  he  passed  ;  so,  o'er  the  meadow 
The  early  shades  of  evening  twilight  fall. 

Come  slowly,  softly  come,  dark  desolation ! 

Oh  Morn,  break,  sadly  break  on  wave  and  shore ! 
And  tell  the  whispered  secret  to  the  nation, 

Her  best  and  bravest  hero  is  rio  more ! 


lotms  kitten  in  telg  §tmijj. 


The  Poems  comprised  under  this  head  were  all  of  them  written 
before  the  Author  had  attained  his  eighteenth  year,  and  had  he 
consulted  his  own  inclinations  would  have  been  excluded  from 
the  present  volume.  They  have  been  retained  at  the  pressing 
solicitations  of  friends,  to  whom  his  juvenile  productions  were 
matters  of  interest  and  who  wished  to  be  possessed  of  them  in  a 
printed  form.  The  Author  feels  that  this  apology  for  their 
appearance  is  due  to  the  general  reader. 


LOVE    ABOUNDING. 

I  heard  at  Eve  the  tender  nightingale 
Weaving  soft  melancholies  into  song, 

A  song  that  stirred  the  silence  like  a  tale 
Of  long  forgotten,  long  forgiven  wrong. 

It  hushed  rny  heart ;  Peace  !  peace  thou  giddy  thing  I 
And  stole  oblivion  o'er  the  life  of  Pain  ; 

So  like  the  ghost  of  Summer  did  she  sing, 

That  waking  memory  sank  to  sleep  again. 

The  spirit  of  sweet  Love  suffused  each  thought 
With  tenderest  breathings  from  the  house  of 
dream, 

My  grief  was  as  a  thing  remembered  not, 

So  strangely  sweet  that  twilight  song  did  seem. 
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For  Life  was  folded  in  wide  arms  of  Love. 

And  yet  for  deeper  Love  my  soul  did  crave, 
As  a  wild  boy  that  scorns  his  native  grove, 

And  longs  to  sail  upon  the  bounding  wave. 

Love  throws  a  mantle  o'er  the  gloomy  hills, 

Love  plants  a  floweret  on  the  grave-yard  sod, 

Ay  !  all  the  strings  of  Being  harmonize 

To  the  great  love-song  of  Immortal  God. 

Oh  !  who  could  live  a  day,  wer't  not  that  Love 
Mid  flowery  chaplets  hides  our  prison  bars, 

Reigning  on  Earth  in  woods  and  fields,  above 
In  everlasting  blue  and  trembling  stars! 

The  long  eternal  record  of  the  years 

Breathes  but  one  music,  tender,  true  and  strong, 
Now  full  of  mirth,  now  softened  into  tears, 

Two  voices  but  the  same  undying  song. 

'Twas  Love  that  called  all  Being  into  birth, 

'Twas  Love  for  whom  the  bars  of  gloom  were 
riven; 

'Tis  Love  shall  lamp  the  pilgrim's  path  on  Earth, 
And  light  him  upward  to  the  gates  of  Heaven  ! 


ODE    TO    POESY. 

i. 
O'er  the  never-ceasing  throng 
Of  human  things,  a  flame  of  song 
Like  a  royal  splendour  sits, 
And,  between  the  wearying  fits 
Of  Mammon-greed  and  tyrant-craft, 
Darts  many  a  swift  and  subtle  shaft 
Of  melody,  that  steals  the  heart 
Of  this  poor  world,  allays  the  smart, 
Eobs  it  of  one  half  its  pain, 
Soothes  the  tumult  in  each  vein, 
Climbeth  upwards  to  the  brain  ; 
And  as  the  tendrils  of  the  vine 
Around  the  regal  pine-tree  twine. 
And  clothe  its  trunk  in  loveliest  green, 
So  the  power  of  song  doth  wean 

The  heart  of  man. A  hymn  to  thee, 

Grandeur-mantled  Poesy  ! 
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II. 

Nature's  earliest  child  wert  tkou, 

And  on  thy  etherial  brow 

The  lingering  warmth  of  her  first  kiss 

Kemains ;  the  light  of  infant  bliss 

With  memories  of  young  thought  o'erflows 

Thy  shadowy  eyes ;  the  thought  that  rose 

Within  the  mazes  of  thy  soul, 

Stirring  thee,  beyond  oontroul 

Of  other  than  Creative  power, 

To  read  the  mystery  of  each  flying  hour. 

Then  within  thy  natal  bower, 

Poesy  thou  pouredst  forth 

A  song  that  startled  this  old  Earth 

From  her  Chaotic  slumbers.     Birth 

Majestic!  . Fitly  celebrated. 

Then  the  heavens  first  vibrated 

To  the  throbbing  of  the  stars  : 

Then  mad  Ocean  burst  his  bars, 

And  like  a  frenzied  poet  rushed 

To  feast  him  with  celestial  love, 

And  all  his  tingling  being  gushed 

In  amorous  songs,  the  while  in  vain  he  strove 

To  clasp  and  kiss  voluptuous  sky, 

To  revel  in  her  love  and  in  her  arms  to  die. 
b3 
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III. 

Sweet  were  the  sighs  of  the  waterfalls, 

As  they  rushed  forth  from  their  niystic  halls, 

And  the  windy  eaves  of  their  mountain  homes, 

And  sped  them  afar  'mong   craggy  glooms, 

And  the  dark  ravines  and  the  tombed  vales, 

Sighs  breathed  in  the  ears  of  the  vagrant  gales, 

And  mellow  the  warblings  of  the  cascades 

As  they  danced  like  young  nymphs  along  sloping 

glades, 
And  toyed  and  coquetted  with  all  the  flowers, 
In  their  hilly  haunts  and  summer  bowers, 
And  mighty  the  roar  of  the  wild  cataracts, 
As  they  foaming  rolled  down  amidst  unknown  tracts. 
And  maddened  ran  whirling  round  dangerous  rocks, 
Like  maniacs  let  loose,  with  white  streaming  locks 
Behind  them  still  flowing,  still  twining  among 
The  sharp  crags  over  which  their  swift  footsteps  rung. 
These  brought,  0  Queen !  a  fitting  dower 
To  grace  thy  bright  baptismal  hour. 

IV. 

Eavens  croaked  in  the  pale  moonlight, 
When  thou  wert  wedded  to  the  Night. 
(Unfitting  match  for  one  so  fair.) 
Thunders  growled  in  their  deep  lair ; 
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All  the  children  of  the  Light 

Closed  their  eyes  in  sad  affright ; 

Dian  fled  the  skies  in  fear  : 

Love  dropt  many  a  precious  tear, 

And  sat  hini  down  and  pondered  long, 

'  Twas  no  fit  match  for  sister  Song. 

But  the  little  nightingale, 

On  the  lime-bough  in  the  vale, 

Warbled  forth  a  nuptial  lay, 

And  Love  dried  his  tears  away ; 

Hoping  still  for  all  the  years ; 

Dian  too  forgot  her  fears  ; 

And  the  stars  oped  their  sweet  eyes, 

Full  of  wonder  and  surprise 

That  they  ever  closed  them.     Night 

Gazed  with  fond  and  pure  delight 

Upon  thy  shadowy  frame,  and  caught 

From  thy  being  half  its  light, 

And  a  measure  of  thy  thought ; 

The  thunders  ceased ;  the  grief  was  o'er ; 

And  the  ravens  croaked  no  more. 

v. 

Imperial  star-crowned  Poesy  ! 
Thine,  thine  is  the  supremacy 
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O'er  earthly  powers ;  the  strengthy  pinion 

To  win  thy  skyward  vast  dominion. 

The  queen  of  all  the  ages  crowned, 

And  ever  worshipped  as  divine, 

The  daughter  of  the  gods,  'tis  thine, 

In  groves  and  temples  rilled  with  sound, 

To  make  thine  everlasting  shrine. 

O  not  indeed  with  silken  stirs, 

And  waving  gonfalons  on  high, 

The  empty  pageantry  of  kings, 

But  hovering  dove-like  with  wide  wings, 

In  vastness  of  deep  mystery, 

O'er  thine  enraptured  worshippers. 

And  still  in  sounds  that  never  fail, 

But  down  the  ages  ceaseless  throng, 

Borne  high  upon  each  flying  gale, 

Loud  swells  the  poet's  song. 

Loud  swells  the  music  of  thy  sons, 

In  lofty  cadence  thee  to  greet, 

Like  as  some  mighty  river  runs, 

To  kiss  old  Neptune's  feet. 

Nor  yet  thy  golden  reign  is  o'er, 

Eternal  as  the  sea 

That  flings  his  treasures  on  the  shore, 

This  song  shall  rise  to  thee. 
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VI. 

Of  glorious  Hellas  in  the  ancient  time, 

Thou  wert  the  soul :  she  trod  with  steps  sublime 

Before  the  nations,  sang  the  pcean  loud, 

And  towered  like  a  goddess  o'er  the  world's  dense 

crowd. 
All  splendour-throned  above  the  eternal  days, 
She  sat  brow-mantled  by  the  laurel  crown, 
And  hymned  to  thee  immortal  songs  of  praise, 
And  watched  the  stream  of  Time  come  wandering 

down. 
There  whs  thy  temple  reared ;  a  mighty  throng 
Of  spirits,  girded  in  thy  royal  robes, 
Flashed  through  thy  halls,  minds  unenthralled  and 

strong, 
Fit  souls  to  drive  the  sun  or  wheel  the  globes 
Along  the  sky.     There  Homer,  Titan-child, 
His  early  minstrelsy  poured  forth  and  told 
A  tale  of  war,  of  leagued  warriors  bold, 
And  kingdoms  lost  for  love. — There. Sappho  wild 
A  low  sweet  strain  of  passion-uttered  song 
Gave  to  the  breezes  as  they  wandered  by, 
Beholding  her  with  melancholy  eye, 
Gazing  at  night-time  on  the  starry  throng, 
Wrapped  in  a  wondrous  dream :  her  passion's  heat 
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But  shrouded  her  in.  Death's  cold  winding  sheet. 
And  there,  with  front  divine,  bold  iEschylus 
Frighted  the  brave  and  shocked  the  timorous, 
Stole  heavenly  fire  from  the  divine  abodes, 
And  like  his  hero  combatted  the  gods. 
There  too  with  tragic  eye  Euripedes, 
Wide  eye  o'erguarded  by  the  brow  serene, 
,  G-ave  boundless  gaze,  gaze  of  thought-boundlessness, 
Above  him  waved  the  laurel  evergreen. 
0  Poesy !  these  were  thy  darling  sons; 
And  glorious  Hellas  was  thy  darling  home  ; 
Yet  still  the  eternal  tide  of  Beauty  runs, 
The  soul  of  Hellas  lives  beyond  the  tomb ! 

VII. 

Weep  Poesy !     Thy  Hellas  is  no  more. 

The  mighty  mother  of  the  fruitful  womb, 

Lies  folded  in  her  winding  sheet, 

Cradled  in  ruin  and  in  gloom, 

And  the  wild  waves  that  leap  about  the  shore, 

Their  ceaseless  dirges  chaunt  around  her  tomb. 

Oh  walk  thy  way  with  weary  feet 

Among  thy  fallen  temples  thy  lone  shrines  ! 

There  nevermore  the  stars  of  song  shall  greet 

Thy  heavenly  presence  ;  the  embowering  vines 
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No  more  shall  listen  to  the  tranced  hymn, 

The  weird-rapt  utterance  of  the  poet's  dream, 

Dead  or  asleep  are  all  thy  seraphim ; 

Oh  weep  !    Dissolve  thy  being  in  the  stream 

Of  woe  and  utter  bitterness  !    Oh  rave, 

Rave  on,  wild  waves,  about  the  midnight  grave  ! 

VIII. 

Yet  dry  those  tears !    Hellas  is  dead  and  gone  ; 

Tears  never  may  recall  the  dead  to  life ; 

And  weeping  is,  at  best,  a  fruitless  strife 

Of  pain  with  passion ;  Mark  the  rising  sun 

That  floods  with  glory  yon  Italian  skies  ! 

There  souls  as  mighty  shall  leap  forth  in  song, 

And  burst  the  veil  of  thought,  and  cleave  the  gloom 

Of  natal  night.     Behold  yon  spirit  strong, 

He  of  the  crested  brow  and  saintly  eyes  ! 

'Tis  Dante !    Mark  his  eagle-towering  flight, 

As  rushing  upward  to  the  boundless  dome 

Of  Heaven,  he  grasps  primeval  Source  of  Light, 

And  taking  all  Creation  by  surprise, 

He  sheds  his  starry  glance  above  the  mystic  night. 

IX. 

And  Tasso  wanders  down  by  Arno's  stream, 
Musing  on  love  and  on  fair  Leonore, 
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Like  some  lorn  spirit  in  the  land  of  dream, 

That  walks  upon  a  wild  and  barren  shore, 
And  lists  the  ocean  breakers'  ceaseless  roar, 

While  ghastly  spectres  gleam  upon  the  night, 
And  pointing  at  him  shriek,  "  0  nevermore 

Thy  soul  shall  thrid  the  mazes  of  delight, 

But  thou  shalt  ever  walk  a  lone  and  doomed  sprite !" 

He  finds  in  grief  a  melancholy  pleasure, 

His  grief  o'erfiows  in  low  and  plaintive  song ; 

He  tunes  his  harp  to  a  wild  witching  measure, 
A  wild  weird  tale  of  battle,  and  a  throng 
Of  goodly  knights,  and  chivalry  that  long 

Sore  plagued  the  infidel ;  and  then  awhile 
Pauses  to  ponder  on  his  deadly  wrong, 

And  o'er  his  visage  spreads  a  grim  dark  smile, 

As  he  recals  to  mind  his  lordly  tyrant's  guile. 

x. 

Oh  Poesy,  how  glorious  is  thy  wine, 
Though  grief  be  with  the  chalice  oft  bestowed  ! 
Why  still  o'er  buried  Hellas  dost  thou  pine  ? 
The  cup  of  bitterness  hath  well-nigh  overflowed  : 
And  eager  spirits  throng  upon  the  North, 
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Thy  fane  is  reared  in  Britain's  sea-girt  isle, 
Oh !  dry  once  more  thy  bitter  tears  and  smile  ; 
The  hour  is  pregnant  to  the  bringing  forth ; 
Thy  children,  hand  in  hand,  a  kingly  throng 
Around  thy  altar  hymn  the  never-ending  song. 

XI. 

Oh  Poesy !  might  I  dare  join  that  band, 

Although  the  most  unworthy  of  the  throng ; 

Might  I  but  touch  thy  raiment's  hem,  my  hand 

From  such  communion  might  at  length  grow  strong, 

And  I  might  throw  some  deathless  music  in  my  song. 

Oh  Poesy  !  I  would  drink  up  thy  wine 

And  on  thy  altar  offer  up  my  heart, 

Do  thou  around  my  brow  thy  laurel  twine, 

And  draw  me  to  thyself,  until  a  part 

Of  thine  own  being  I  become  ;  the  soul 

That  lived  and  breathed  in  Ancient  Greece  could  not 

Be  thine,  more  truly  than  am  I !     0  roll 

Thy  life  of  life  along  the  currents  of  my  thought ! 

Oh  Poesy !  it  is  not  that  I  thirst 

To  leave  a  record  of  mine  own  poor  name  ; 

0  Poesy  !  'tis  thee  I  love  not  Fame  ; 

And  I  would  seek  my  native  gloom  to  burst, 

And  like  the  eagle  mount  the  skies,  and  meet 


ODE    TO    POESY.  427 

The  central  sun,  and  commune  with  the  stars  ; 

Do  thou  remove  the  fetters,  and  the  bars 

Of  thought  unlock  1    Oh  haughty  robe  !  oh  scornful 

feet! 
Yet  spurn  me  not  nor  hurl  me  in  the  dust ! 

XII. 

Oh  Poesy !     Queen  Poesy  !     I  know 
That  there  are  those  on  earth  who  love  thee  not. 
I  pity  them ;  I  deem  them  poor  and  blind ; 
Their  flowers  concealed,  their  gold  laid  by  to  rust, 
Alas  !  they  miss  the  real  life  and  thought ! 
But  count  me  not  of  such  nor  count  my  song 
A  mere  chance  echo  gathered  from  the  throng, 
Nor  scorn  the  offering  of  this  hymn  to  thee, 
0  Poesy !     Queen  Poesy  ! 


THE     CHRISTIAN'S     DEATH-BED. 

How  fair  this  night !  'Twas  on  such  night  as  this 
That  one  I  knew  entered  the  realms  of  bliss ; 
A  soul  that  well  had  borne  the  march  of  life, 
And  conquered  in  the  many -handed  strife ; 
One  that  had  climbed  the  steep  ascent  of  Fame, 
And  left  behind  an  everliving  name  ; 
But  rather  joyed  that  it  was  crowned  with  good, 
And  registered  upon  the  scroll  of  God. 

How  calm  a  sight  to  watch  the  pious  die, 
What  holy  rapture  lights  within  the  eye, 
How  sweet  a  smile  the  pallid  lips  display, 
The  eagle  spirit  longs  to  soar  away ; 
No  sad  repinings  mingle  with  the  thought, 
Ungloomed  by  Fear,  unmystified  by  Doubt ; 
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'Tis  Heaven  that  glows  within  the  wasted  frame, 
The  spirit  kindles  with  immortal  flame. 

'Twas  thus  she  passed   from  Life's  o'erclouded 
scene, 
And  cleft  the  gloom  that  hides  those  realms  unseen  ; 
Winged  for  the  flight  the  spirit  rushed  on  high, 
Nor  seemed  it  aught  so  terrible  to  die, 
A  little  clenching  of  the  outstretched  hands, 
That  pointed  upward  to  the  angel  lands ; 
A  half-heard  sigh,  and  then  the  pang  was  o'er, 
The  joy  was  her's,  the  grief  and  tears  no  more. 

Oft  as  beneath  yon  waving  cypress  gloom 
I  pray  and  ponder  over  Phebe's  tomb, 
Like  one  that  hears  the  stormy  breakers  roar, 
Longs  to  set  sail  yet  lingers  on  the  shore, 
I  think  of  her,  and  still  I  long  to  go, 
I  yearn  for  Heaven,  but  linger  still  below  ; 
Oh  !    when  that  sweet  mysterious  hour  shall  come, 
Then  "  farewell  Earth  !  I  go  to  find  my  home." 


THE     NUN'S     DREAM. 

The  tempest  howls  amid  the  wintry  night; 

Loud  peals  the  elemental  war ; 
And  rushing  down  the  gloomy  Alpine  height, 

The  awful  avalanche  is  heard  afar. 

White  massy  drifts  of  snow  gleam  in  the  dark, 
Winged  by  the  rushing  wind,  that  falls 

Along  the  convent  roof  in  groans,  that  mark 
The  dreary  intervals. 

And  the  good  sisters,  who  had  left  the  world 
And  bade  adieu  to  care  and  sin, 

Prayed  "  Ave  Mary !"  as  around  was  hurled 
The  tempest's  horrid  din. 
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They  calmed  their  souls  with  prayer,  and  heeded  not 

The  elemental  strife.     They  felt 
No  fear,  telling  their  bead-rolls  as  they  sought 

The  cells  where  Quiet  dwelt. 

And  Slumber  wrapt  them  in  her  peaceful  arms, 

Saints  guarding  their  repose, 
Whose  dewy  breaths  chased  all  the  dread  alarms 

That  gentle  sleep  oppose. 

For  why  should  Fear  disturb  their  holy  rest, 
Or  mar  the  raptures  of  their  sweet  abode ; 

There  can  no  terror  enter  in  the  breast 
Of  him  who  trusts  in  God. 

The  nuns  lie  slumbering  fearless  of  all  ill, 
And  dream  of  glorious  realms  above ; 

Even  in  dreams  the  passion  stirs  them  still 
Of  God's  Etherial  love. 

But  there  was  one,  who,  while  the  raging  storm 

Held  its  mad  revels,  on  the  cold 
Cell  floor,  kneeling  before  the  imaged  form 

Of  the  Madonna.,  told 
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Her  pious  "Aves,"  and  communion  held 

With  angels  and  with  saints ; 
Vigilant  even  at  night ;  her  frame  upheld 

By  love  of  God.     She  pants 

To  soar  beyond  this  mortal  home  of  flesh 

In  angel-flight ;  her  breast 
Inspired  by  ardent  hopes  in  regions  fresh, 

To  find  perennial  rest. 

And  ever  as  she  prayed  and  as  she  soared, 
Transparent  haloes  clothed  the  head 

Of  the  mild  maiden  mother  of  the  Lord, 
Bright  haloes  fed 

With  virgin  fire,  such  as  gleams  round  the  throne 

Of  the  Omnipotent,  and  throws 
Its  splendour  on  the  empyrean  floor,  bestrewn 

With  myriad  gems.     And  glows 

Her  bosom  with  new  feeling.     She  expands 

Beyond  herself,  her  soul  is  borne 
Far  from  the  realms  of  earth,  in  angel  hands 

Upcaught,  and  now  of  all  earth's  shackles  shorn. 
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She  feels  that  she  is  free,  free  as  the  light 

That  filleth  day,  free  as  the  air 
Through  which  she  wings  her  glad  celestial  flight, 

Her  seraph  spirit  bare 

Of  mortal  shroud  and  coverlid  of  clay. 

Was  it  a  dream  ?  For  at  her  side 
A  form  angelic,  garmented  in  day, 

Whispered,  "  Terrestrial  bride 

Of  the  Eternal,  haste  away  with  me, 
Beyond  the  night,  beyond  the  orbs, 

Beyond  the  gateways  of  the  sky,  to  be 
Where  purity  absorbs 

All  holy  being  in  Immortal  bliss ; 

Come  with  me  to  the  rapt  abode 
Of  saints  and  angels,  to  be  there  it  is 

To  be  the  bride  of  God." 

Uprushed  the  spirit  in  a  meteor  flight, 

The  seraph  arms  were  wound  around, 
And  bore  her   through  the  storm,  and  through  the 
night, 
And  through  Chaotic  sound, 
o  2 
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They  rushed  through  space,  they  passed  the  starry 
clime, 

They  came  where  neither  rolling  orbs, 
Nor  suns,  nor  moons  appeared ;  where,  bounded  Time, 

Eternity  absorbs. 

Until,  at  length,  they  reach.  Heaven's  golden  gate ; 

They  pass  the  bounds  of  Death  ;  and  all  tbe  skies 
Reveal  their  thronging  myriads  who  await 

To  give  them  welcome  into  Paradise. 


The  storm  passed  by,  the  wintry  morningbroke 

Clearly  and  chilly  through  tbe  air, 
The  pious  sisters  of  the  convent  woke 

And  found  her  kneeling  there. 

In  marble  stillness  kneeling  on  tbe  floor, 

Her  white  hands  folded  crosswise  o'er  her  breast, 

For  she  was  dead  ;  tbe  soul  had  burst  its  door 
Of  flesh  and  entered  on  eternal  rest. 


THE     SEA     QUEEN. 

i. 
At  night  upon  the'dun  clamp  sand, 

All  washed  with  salt  and  frothy  spume, 
I  stood,  dreaming  of  that  strange  land 

That  lies  in  Ocean's  deep  mid-gloom. 


IT. 

I  thought  on  tales  of  merry  maids, 

Who-  prank  and  play  'mong  Ocean  halls  ; 

Who  roam  about  the  coral  glades, 
And  hark  the  mystic  waterfalls. 


in. 
I  thought^how  sweet,  untouched  by  care 

Or  sense  of  grief  with  them  to  be ! — ■ 
The  broad  moon  mounting  up  the  sky 

Seemed  stirred  with  wicked  scorn  of  me. 
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IV. 

Then  suddenly  she  left  her  place, 

She  leapt  into  the  waves,  and,  hark ! 

A  murmur,  soft  and  musical 

Comes  borne  along  the  dark  : — 


v. 
Oh  how  can  a  mortal  bear  such  joys  ? 

And  how  can  ever  a  human  ear 
Hearken  the  tones  of  the  Sea-queen's  voice, 

Nor  die  with  a  wild,  weird,  wondrous  fear  ? 


'Tis  the  Sea-Queen's  hour,  she  wanders  forth, 
To  skirt  the  bounds  of  her  wide  domain  ; 
She  wanders  forth  with  her  numberless  train 

Oh !  the  Sea-Queen  loves  a  child  of  Earth ! 


The  Ocean  murmurs  her  mystical  moan, 

And  leaps  up  to  be  clasped  by  her  Heaven  above  ; 
But  the  Sea-Queen  on  her  coral  throne 

Sighs  for  earthly  love ! 
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VIII. 

Then  from  the  dark  wild  waves  arose 
A  phosphorescent  beam  of  light ; 

Then  phantom-beautiful  arose 

A  myriad  fairy  forms.     Oh  bright 


Were  they  as  morning's  rosy  dawn ! 

Oh  bright  as  evening's  earliest  star ! 
They  trooped  above  that  surgy  lawn, 

And  circled,  dancing,  round  a  car 


x. 

Of  silvery  lustre :  crowned  with  light, 

There  sat  the  Ocean-Queen,  and  shone 

Like  some  etherial  deity, 
On  immaterial  throne. 


XI. 

She  swayed  her  sceptre  o'er  the  waves, 

And  came  towards  the  dun  damp  sand; 

Spell-bound  I  gazed  on  her  magical  form, 

Till  she  beckoned  me  with  her  magical  hand. 
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XII. 

Her  voice  like  the  chime  of  a  silver  bell, 
Trancing  my  heart,  stole  over  the  sea, 

A  little  whisper,  fairy-charmed, 
"  Come  to  me." — 


XIII. 

Like  one  upcaught  in  cloudlike  hands 

I  seemed,  transported  to  her  side ; 
She  spake  to  me  of  many  things  : — 

And  would  I  have  an  Ocean-bride  ? 

XIV. 

And  would  I  dwell  beneath  the  wave 
In  rocky  caverns  deep  and  wild, 

While  o'er  me  the  minstrel  waters  should  rave 
A  sweet  strange  music  of  grief  beguiled, 
Like  the  dirge  of  a  mad  mother  over  her  child  ? 

xv. 

Ever  the  same  sweet  mournful  voice, 

Singing  above  me  through  all  the  years ; 

Here  I  might  fathom  Ldve's  deepest  joys, 
Belter  than  smile-blisses,  blisses  of  tears 
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XVI. 

Yes  I  must  be  her  Ocean-king, — 

She  gazed  so  loveful-earnestly, 
I  could  not  answer  anything, 

But  pressed  her  hand  responsively. 

XVII. 

For  the  dawn  of  a  new  and  strange  desire 

Came  flushing  like  sunrise  over  my  thought, 

King  of  the  sea  and  a  fay  for  my  Queen, 
Say  who  could  image  a  happier  lot  ? 

XVI II. 

Then  across  the  plains  of  Ocean, 

Came  n  murmur  musical, 

Came  a  sound  angelical, 
Such  as  sprites  in  sweet  commotion 

Wake  at  Faery  Festival. 

XIX. 

First  but  lowly  woke  the  strain, 

Then  it  rose  with  gradual  swell ; 

Seemed  it  bliss  unutterable, 
But  a  bliss  still  fraught  with  pain, 

And,  as  its  numbers  rolled  along, 

It  took  the  shape  of  a  nuptial  song. 
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XX. 

Let  our  Ocean-caverns  ring- 
Welcome  to  our  new  Sea-King ; 
Ocean  harps  pour  forth  a  tide 
Of  song  to  greet  the  royal  bride, 
Who  brings  an  earthly  bridegroom  home ; 
Welcome,  welcome !    Fairy  Welcome  ! 

XXI. 

Their' s  shall  be  the  heaving  billow, 
For  a  happy  nuptial  pillow ; 
Their's  shall  be  the  frothy  foam, 
For  garlands  in  their  marriage  home ; 
And  around,  below,  above 
The  changeless  song  shall  sing  of  love. 

XXII. 

Twelve  spouting  dolphins,  two  by  two, 

Were  yoked  to  the  Sea-Queen's  car, 
And  as  the  song's  last  echo 

In  dim  distance  died  afar, 
They  plunged  beneath  the  whelming  foam, 

The  waves  like  thunders  brake 
Above  us,  and  the  Sea-Queen,  then, 

In  tones  of  solace,  spake  : — 
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XXIII. 

Thou  art  the  Sea-King,  and  we  go 
To  those  realms  where  ever  flow 
Sweetest  tides  of  ocean-song 
In  spirit-trancing  measure ; 
And  there  lies  our  royal  home 
And  there  we  for  aye  shall  roam, 

Talking  Love's  dear  words,  along 

Ocean's  winding  depths  at  pleasure. 


XXIV. 

Scarce  I  heeded  her  sweet  voice, 

For  strange  terror  gathered  o'er  me ; 

Yet,  methought,  I  will  rejoice, 

With  these  ocean-realms  before  me. 


XXV. 

Then  it  seemed  a  mystic  hand 

With  mystic  finger  pointed  scorn, 

And  a  voice  cried — '  Know  the  land, 

That  lies  beneath  old  Ocean's  gloom ! 
Kingly  throne  is  kingly  tomb, — 

Know  the  land  and  reign  forlorn ! 
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XXVI. 

Ear  down  among  the  billows, 

Swift  as  a  falling  star 
]  !y  the  twelve  huge  spouting  dolphins 

Was  borne  our  royal  car. 


XXVII. 

And  wilder  grew  the  surges, 

And  the  billows  wilder  broke, 
And  strange  mysterious  lyres  awoke 

Unearthly  dirges. 


XXVIII. 

Dirges  that  aye  seemed  to  rave — 
'  Welcome  to  thy  ocean-home  ! 
Ocean-home  is  ocean-tomb, 

Nuptial  couch  is  nuptial  grave. 


XXIX. 

Let  the  dwellers  of  the  deep, 

Come  forth  to  welcome  their  new  king ; 
King  of  death,  and  king  of  sleep, 

King  of  the  never- vanishing.' 
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XXX. 

A  train  of  corpses,  nude  and  pale. 

Passed  before  me,  one  by  one1; 
I  turned  away  my  awe-struck  gajfe= — 

And  lo — my  attendant  fays  were  flown. 


XXXI. 

Behind  were  slimy  mermaids  singing, 
'  King,  of  all  the  watery  graves  !' 
And  around,  the  moaning,  waves 

Back  the  echoes  wild  were  flinging, 
'  King  of  all  the  watery  graves  !' 

XXXII. 

I  grasped  the  Sea-Queen's  proffered  hand, 
I  grasped  the  hand  of  my  Ocean-bride ; 

It  had  a  clammy  touch, — I  looked, — 
A  nude  pale  corpse  was  at  my  side. 

XXXIII. 

I  felt  her  cold  and  pallid  arms, 

Like  dank  moist  snakes,  around  me  twine, 
She  clasped  me  in  her  dead  embrace, 

And  pressed  her  lifeless  lips  to  mine. 
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XXXIV. 

Then  the  train  of  corpses  pale 

Glared  at  each  other  with  wild  grimaces, 
Whirled  them  in  a  giddy  dance 

And  clasped  them  in  obscene  embraces. 


xxxv. 
I  could  not  bear  the  horrid  sight, 

I  swooned  at  the  feet  of  my  Ocean-bride, 
I  swooned  away  as  I  heard  them  shriek, — 

'  The  king  of  the  corpses  himself  hath  died !' 


xxxiv. 
When  I  awoke  to  consciousness, 

I  felt  my  brow  by  the  cool  breeze  fanned ; 
The  sun  was  up  in  the  morning  sky ; 

And  I  lay  outstretched  on  the  dun  damp  sand. 


foimets. 


GRIEF. 

A    POEM    IN    SEVENTEEN    SONNETS. 
I. 

Oil  thou  great  Queen  !  whose  praise  of  late  I  told 
In  royal  Verse, t:s 'fitting  thy  royal  splendour, 

Descend  as  thou  wert  wont  in  days  of  old, 

Inspire  me,  whilst  I  hymn  a  theme  more  tender 

Than  such  as  I  have  strung  to  wilder  numbers ; 
For  I  am  weary  of  my  stronger  passion, 
I  would  dwell  aye  with  soothing  Contemplation, 

Or  dream  away  my  life  in  golden  slumbers  : 

Mine  is  no  more  the  frantic  rhapsody, 
The  wizard  hath  his  witchery  forsaken, 

And  now  he  walks  with  grave  Philosophy, 
Like  one  to  sterner  purpose  just  awaken ; 

His  early  day  hath  blended  with  sad  morrow, 

And  Calm  went  ever  hand  in  hand  with  Sorrow. 

*  Ode  to  Poesy,  page  417. 
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II. 

Small  joy  hath  been  the  crown  of  thy  desire, 

0  Poesy !  thou  bear'st  a  heavy  burden ; 
Stern  worker  thou,  thine  is  the  slave's  attire ; 

Nor  can  I  bring  to  thee  a  richer  guerdon  : 
Once  did  I  think  to  hymn,  in  praise  of  thee, 

A  joy-song;  but  when  I  did  seem  most  cheerful, 
Thy  own  sad  spirit  did  steal  over  me, 

The  better  cheer  from  streaming  eyes  ran  tearful. 
And  now  that  I  would  sing  a  song  of  woe, 

Dissolving  my  great  sorrow  in  iny  lay, 
I  ask  for  sadder  influences,  so 

The  greater  grief  may  seem  to  steal  away 
Identity,  and  make  my  song  unreal, 
And  "Woe  take  pleasure  in  the  calm  ideal. 

in. 

For  Man  is  born  to  Woe ;  and  who  can  thrid 

The  maze  of  undelight,  so  well  as  he 
To  whom  to  set  the  days  to  song  'tis  bid  ? 

Woe  is  the  tale  of  all  humanity  : 
And  the  same  sadness  broodeth  in  all  Nature, 

To  eyes  of  man,  since  loss  of  Eden  glory ; 

Woe,  woe,  ever  the  same  dark  endless  story, 
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Written  in  characters  of  strange  misfeature. 
So  woe  is  made  divine  by  omnipresence, 

The  great  prefigurement  of  man's  salvation, 
"Tis  sacrifice  alone  blots  out  the  sense, 

The  bitter  sense  of  our  world's  desolation  ; 
We  are  made  pure  by  sorrow ;  flow  sweet  tide 
Of  blood  and  water  from  the  Saviour's  side  ! 


There  was  a  perfect  Love  and  perfect  Woe. — 

Ah,  Love  and  Woe  are  seldom  disunited ! 
My  own  great  suffering  should  teach  me  so  ; 

The  richer  fruit  is  fruit  which  hath  been  blighted 
What  dream  is  this  that  magnifies  my  sorrow  ? 

Ah,  miser  Memory  hoards  up  Love's  bequest ! 
Nor  can  my  song  forget,  awhile,  to  borrow 

The  early  spirit  of  sweet  Youth's  unrest. 
For  Love  did  strive  with  Love,  and  Love  o'ercame, 

And  Beauty  did  cast  off  Love's  brotherhood, 
All  for  the  sake  of  Love's  sweet  other  name, 

'Twas  Duty  brake  the  common  Motherhood ; 
Those  last  sad  words,  the  breaking  heart  addrest 
The  cruel  one,  still  linger  in  my  breast. 
d  2 
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I  cannot  sever  from  this  tender  bliss, 

I  cannot  chase  my  soul  away.     Believe  me, 
Thou  who  dost  bid  me  take  a  parting  kiss, 

Love  is  too  strong,  I  cannot  so  bereave  me ; 
Oh !  might  I  ever  hang  upon  thy  lips, 

In  deepest  heart  of  love  their  honey  hiving, 
I  would  the  busy  hoarding  bee  eclipse, 

Kiss  all  my  life  and  ne'er  grow  tired  of  living ; 
Ne'er  sated  with  my  bosom's  tender  anguish, 

Till  I  had  taught  thy  very  pride  to  love  me ; 
As  stars  that  o'er  the  drooped  midnight  languish, 

Eeft  of  their  scorn  thine  eyes  should  dote  above  me, 
And  look  unutterable  things,  and  thou 
Shouldst  not  say  kiss  and  leave  me,  then  as  now ! 


And  yet  the  tender  chord  was  reft  in  twain, 

She  knew  her  task  and  of  sweet  Love  bereft  her ; 

Ah  !  Love  entreated  Love,  but  all  in  vain ; 

'Twas  kiss  and  leave  me,  and  he  kissed  and  left  her ! 

0  breaking  heart,  swell  up  in  this  proud  bosom, 
Thy  haughty  woe  shall  seem  to  scorn  the  scorner ! 

Bloom  little  bud  in  full  magnolia  blossom  ! 
d  3 


GRIEF.  451 

Love  weep  no  more,  let  Duty  be  the  mourner ! 
Come,  thou  and  I,  like  bees  upon  the  wing, 

No  more  to  Sorrow  give  the  lagging  hours, 
But  let  us  joy  awhile  'mong  groves  of  Spring, 

Then  drink  of  Death  and  dose  among  the  flowers ; 
There  will  be  little  grief  in  such  a  sleeping, 
Only  the  living  can  give  life  to  weeping. 


Now  Earth  puts  on  her  holiday  attire, 

And  blushing  like  a  maiden  at  her  bridal, 
Whose  cheeks  betray  the  joy  of  her  desire, 

She  tasks  herself  to  lure  the  young  and  idle 
Spring,  as  impatient  of  his  long  delay ; 

And  when  he  comes  she  clasps  him  to  her  bosom, 
And  archly  chides  his  lingering  on  the  way, 

Then  gifts  him  with  her  sweetest,  earliest  blossom. 
Ah !  well,  I  ween,  she  loves  the  blythe  new-comer, 

But  changefulriess  is  oft  of  Love  begotten, 
There's  danger  lurking  in  the  glance  of  Summer, 

And  the  boy-love  will  soon  be  half  forgotten ; 
The  growth  of  Summer  falls  'neath  Autumn's  sickle  ; 
Heigho  !  but  Woman's  heart  is  very  .fickle. 
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Out  in  the  fields  we  half  forget  to  grieve, 

So  softly  smiling  seems  the  face  of  Heaven 
There,  in  one  costly  fabric,  could  I  weave 

A  thousand  thoughts,  and  deem  all  sin  forgiven, 
And  Life  as  entered  on  her  brighter  day. 

There  all  seems  set  to  music.     One  great  song 
Rises  from  Nature's  depths;- — Ah!  AVhere  away? — 

Whose  is  the  charm  to  harmonise  the  throng 
Of  choristers '?  ( )  Nature  !   Mother  dear  ! 

How  sweet  t<>  hear  thee  in  the  waterfall, 
Singing  at  early  summer  of  the  year, 

Or,  where  lush  grapes  hang  ripening  from  the  wall, 
To  watch  thee  brim  thy  golden  cup,  or  hark 
The  night-birds  soothe  thee,  warbling  in  the  dark! 


0  Sorrow  !  ever  when  my  thought  would  stray 
Mid  Lethe  bowers,  that  lie  beyond  thy  track, 

And  dwell  amid  oblivious  shades,  away 

From  thee  and  thine,  why  wilt  thou  hold  me  back  ? 

1  love  thee  not,  thou  art  a  cruel  bride, 

Thou  mockest  Love  and  Love's  sharp  agony, 
Thy  very  calm  is  scornful ;  Woe  is  me! 
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My  grief  crowns  Grief,  and  doth  itself  deride. 

O  Memory  !  wherefore  wilt  thou  ever  reign 
Amid  the  chambers  of  my  heart  ?  Vile  ghost 
Of  buried  Love,  of  Happiness  long  lost ! 

O  Memory!  why  the  poppied  draught  disdain? 

0  Death  !  why  tarry,  when  thy  stroke  I  crave ? 

For  Grief  is  buried  with  us  in  the  grave  ! 


"  Only  the  living  can  give  life  to  weeping." 

Who  told  thee  that  the  dead  of  grief  were  ridden  ' 
Strange  trouble  comes  in  dreams  unto  the  sleeping, 

The  greater  grief  is  ever  darkest  hidden. 
How  the  pulse  quivers  at  the  thought  of  Death, 

As  vexed  with  strange  presentiment  of  evil ! 
"What  mighty  horror  lieth  underneath  ? 

Dead  Calm  is  wildest  minstrel  of  the  revel. 
Oh,  that  the  Dead  might  speak  unto  the  living 

And  the  dim  secret  of  the  grave  reveal ! 
Nay !  Death,  too  soon  to  Life  the  knowledge  giving. 

Thy  sod  with  richer  growth  of  flowers  conceal ! 
For  who  could  then  die  happy  on  his  bed, 
Go  down  and  meet  the  dead? — Oli  are  they  dead? 
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They  sleep,  they  are  not  dead,  they  do  but  dream 

Of  sweet  oblivion  and  vanished  life ; 

They  find  in  slumbers  respite  from  the  strife 
That  girt  them  round.     Still  the  Lethean  stream 
Shall  bear  them  forward  to  the  latter  day, 

Like  freightless  helmless  barks  that  play  awhile 

Unconsciously  upon  the  waves ;  the  smile 
Of  Life  is  still  upon  them,  and  for  aye 
It  shall  exist,  and  Death  be  but  a  thing 

Of  fancy- woven  texture.     When  the  roar 
Of  the  last  trump  shall  sound,  and  the  Dread  King 

Shall  come  in  judgement  throned  and  robed  with 
awe, 
Of  these  shall  be  the  great  awakening, 

Their  Lethe-dreams  and  death-sleep  be  no  more. 

XII. 

There's  one  lies  dead  and  buried,  and  his  grave 
Is  here.     Can  sorrow  vex  the  lifeless  dust  ? 

Behold,  the  little  daisies,  as  they  wave 

Amid  the  breeze,  seem  conscious  of  their  trust, 

Meek  guardians  of  the  dead  and  the  dead  woe, 
With  their  pale  faces  drooping  on  the  sod 

Ah  though  they  whispered  the  wild  grief  below 
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A  little  thought  of  comfort.     Hush !  Hath  God 
Not  girt  about  Great  Death  with  mystery  ? 

And  shalt  thou  tear  the  hallowed  veil  aside  ? 
Nay,  dream  of  Death  as  'twere  a  dream  of  joy  ; 

'Twere  fitter  thy  own  foolish  grief  to  hide 
Than  other  learn. — That  other  who  can  know  ? 
Oh,  Life  or  Death  the  burden  still  is  woe ! 


Oh,  how  I  loved  her !  with  what  deep  devotion, 
Too  weak  are  these  poor  human  words  to  tell ; 

Dim  recollections  of  a  past  emotion, 
These  songs  but  hide  their  buried  grief  too  well : 

And  I  could  weep,  but  that  my  grief  hath  grown 
Cold  as  a  winter  thought  with  these  long  years, 
And  I  am  old,  youth's  is  the  joy  of  tears, 

Oh  life,  so  sad,  so  tearless  and  alone  ! 

Alone  ?  ah,  would  that  I  were  all  forlorn  ! 

But  these  wild  thoughts  for  aye  companion  me, 

My  life  is  vexed  with  promise  of  a  morn 
That  cometh  not,  but  mocks  my  misery. 

Still  life,  still  grief,  dark  shape  of  traitor  Love, — 

And  still  the  One  calm  watching  eye  above. 
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Ah  me  !  unhappy  that  I  am  !    No  more 

In  honeyed  rest  to  passion  up  my  heart, 
Love  hath  grown  cold  with  years,  set  wide  the  door, 

And  let  the  changeling  wander  forth  apart ! 
Now  enter  Sorrow  at  the  empty  ruin, 

Exultingly  survey  the  wreck  around, 
Where  Love  once  pleasured  witness  Love's  undoing, 

The  festal  cups  lie  shattered  on  the  ground. 
Oh,  for  some  sultry  draught  of  southern  wine 

To  steep  the  senses  in  forgetfulness ! 
Oh,  for  some  sleepy  shade  of  sweet  recline, 

Where  I  might  all  forget  my  heart's  distress ! 
Vain  hope  !     Hath  sorrow  tended  unto  folly  ? 
Death  is  the  only  cure  for  melancholy. 


Yet,  why  for  ever  weep  and  waste  thy  tears  ? 

Why  lavish  life  on  woe?  a  truce  to  sorrow  ! 
Let  laughter  crown  the  cup  of  coming  years, 

And  when  thy  all  is  squandered,  go  and  borrow  ! 
Nor  deem  thy  hope  is  dead,  but  gone  astray : 

Nor  deem  that  passion  will  for  aye  discard  thee  : 
There's  many  a  lapsing  pleasure  on  the  way. 


GKIEF.  457 

Aud  many  a  mistress  yet  that  will  regard  thee. 
Go.  join  the  revel,  maddest  of  the  throng ; 

Drain  the  red  grape  till  thy  old  blood  grow  heated  ; 
Entice  thy  fancy  with  some  ribald  song  ; 

Though  Love  be  dead,  there's  Lust  will  be 
entreated : 
Ah  well !  Though  sweet  may  be  the  wanton  measure, 
Yet  sin  is  at  the  best  but  bitter  pleasure. 


Talk  not  of  drowning  sorrow  in  the  bowl, 
Here  riots  but  the  mockery  of  gladness  ; 

Oh !  better  like  a  girl  to  weep  thy  soul 

Away  in  tears,  than  hazard  in  thy  madness 

The  peerless  purchased  gem. — Go,  wanderer  weeping, 
Yet  strong  for  all  thy  tears !  Full  many  a  foe 
Usurps  the  way ;  then  triumph  in  thy  woe  ; 

God  hath  thee  yet  within  his  gracious  keeping ! 

Destroy  the  Anarch !  gird  thee  up  in  pride, 
A  man  for  all  thy  trouble  !  See  the  way 
Broadens,  and  fairer  gleams  the  opening  day, 

And  Heaven  is  all  aglow,  and  far  and  wide 
The  shout  upswells,  and  the  seraphic  throng, 
Ope  arms  and  clasp ! — Sore  tempted,  yet  be  strong. 


458 


Ah,  cease  the  strain  of  grief !  why,  why,  for  ever, 

Thy  fancies  give  to  one  such  idle  theme  ? 

Oh,  know  that  Life  is  not  as  all  a  dream  ! 
But  breast  the  current  of  the  rushing  river. 
Against  the  downward  tide  move  on,  brave  bark  ! 

There  lies  full  many  a  happy  islet  cove, 
Where  put  to  land  whene'er  the  night  grows  dark, 

And  trust  His  grace  who  watches  from  above. 
So  stricken  Love  shall  gather  tenfold  force, 

In  the  fair  morn,  calm  noon,  and  fading  even  ; 
And  thou  shalt  reach  at  length  the  streamlet's  source 

And  rest  with  God  upon  the  shores  of  Heaven  ; 
Where  Love  shall  dash  all  sorrows  from  his  eyes, — 
There  may  not  any  grieve  in  Paradise. 
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Oft  have  I  wandered  in  the  land  of  dream, 
And  many  a  pleasant  landscape  have  I  seen, . 
Sea-marge,  and  mountain  range,  and  vallies  green 

Where  ripples  on  in  joyance  many  a  stream, 

Dancing  and  glittering  'neath  the  warm  young  beam 
Cast  through  the  haze  of  vision.     I  have  been 
In  realms  where  Fancy  has  her  fair  demesne, 

And  held  high  converse  with  the  fays  supreme, 

Lords  of  the  lute  and  lyre.     But  none  so  dear 
To  me,  as  one  sweet  solitary  nook, 
Where  Love  leans  moodily  on  shepherd  crook, 

And  breathes  his  soft  complainings  on  the  air, 
Or,  sagely  musing  o'er  Fate's  riddle-book, 

The  secret  wins  of  many  an  after-year. 


•f>0  MISCELLANEOUS    SONNETS. 


My  spirit  hath  held  converse  with  the  wise, 

And  great  and  good  who  linger  through  all  time, 
Their  words  and  works,  and  many  a  dream  sublime, 
Clothed  in  light,  hath  passed  before  my  eyes, 
In  the  rathe  morning- time  of  life ;  and  I 

In  groves  of  song  have  fluttered  like  a  dove, 
Have  thrilled  with  rapture  at  the  touch  of  love, 
And  many  a  smile  have  won  from  Beauty's  eye. 
But  oh,  those  days  are  past !  and  ah  !  my  youth 
Is  passing,  and  the  glory  from  my  life  ! 
And  now  I  stand  despairing  in  the  strife, 
Bewailing  ancient  days  of  love  and  truth 
Ere  grief  and  suffering  met  me, — I  would  fain 
Lie  down  and  dream  those   happy  dreams  again. 


How  sweet  it  is  by  the  smooth  stream  to  walk, 
And  watch  the  gentle  twilight  creeping  down, 
O'er  the  long  flats,  in  shades  of  sober  brown, 
With  her  I  love,  and  wile  in  pleasant  talk 
The  hours  away  amid  the  lingering  light, 
Plucking  the  grasses  from  the  river  side. 
Or  the  marsh-flowers,  until  the  eventide 
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Is  lost  amid  the  splendours  of  the  night. 
Hence  is  derived  a  pure  and  quiet  joy, 

And  mid  these  scenes  my  fancy  loves  to  stray, 
"From  the  wild  stir  of  human  life,  away, 
Where  hatred  and  intrigue  their  powers  employ, 
And  steal  away  the  sense  of  higher  things, 
And  rob  the  mind  of  all  her  best  imaginingg. 


Oft  have  I  mingled  in  the  strifes  of  men, 
With  many  a  bitter  pang  of  heart  and  mind, 
Out  of  the  Love  I  bear  to  humankind, 

Yet  oftentimes,  alas  have  striven  in  vain; 

For  men  are  purblind,  and  the  greed  of  gain 

Hath  turned  them  from  the  simple  love  of  truth, 
And  banished  from  the  world  all  touch  of  ruth, 

And  the  high  royalty  of  Justice  slain. 

Out  of  the  world  'tis  sweet  to  come  once  more, 
To  Nature  and  forget  what  grief  hath  been, 
Kambling  through  many  an  old  familiar  scene 

Of  wold  and  woodland,  marsh  and  rivershore, 
Hamlet,  and  orchard  slope,  and  village  green, 

Haunts  that  my  childhood  loved  in  days  of  yore. 
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0  Nightingale  !  in  leafy  covert  long, 

Too  long,  in  tones  of  mournful  melancholy, 

Thy  lay  to  sorrow  hast  thou  given  wholly, 
So  like  a  tale  of  tender  lover's  wrong, 
Until  the  very  spirit  of  thy  song 

Hath  made  me  half  in  love  with  grief.     Ah,  folly  ! 

Now  change  thy  tune  and  warble  something  jolly, 
To  chase  away  these  moody  thoughts  that  throng 
My  brain  with  maudlin  fancies.     Oh,  forgo, 

But  for  one  little  hour,  thy  sadder  strain, 
And  in  a  song  of  joyance  overflow ! 

But  if  thou  still  wilt  take  delight  in  pain, 

1  cannot  choose  but  stay  and  hark,  for,  oh  ! 
Thy  music  lends  so  sweet  a  spell  to  woe. 

VI. 

Sweet  is  the  morn,  the  light  lark  carols  clear, 
The  sunshine  overspreads  the  farthest  view, 
And  only,  in  the  else  unspotted  blue, 
One  soft  white  cloud  is  drifting  through  the  air 
And  seems  to  beckon  us  away  to  strange 
And  fairy  regions,  far  beyond  the  beams 
Of  earthly  skies,  the  distant  land  of  dreams  ; 
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Come  forth  with  me,  my  Emma !  let  us  range 

The  meadows,  skirt  the  woodlands  and  upclimb 
The  downs  and  drink  the  healthy  morning  breeze, 
And  give  light  rein  to  fondest  phantasies, 

Memories  evoked  by  songs  of  Eld  sublime, 
Dreams  of  enchanted  barks  on  magic  seas, 

Far  seas  beyond  the  utmost  reach  of  Time. 


They  say  affection  is  a  transient  thing, 

That  Love  o'er  human  hearts  resigns  his  power, 
"When  in  our  hands  he  hath  reposed  the  flower 
They  longed  to  pluck ;  that  only  for  the  Spring 
Love's  bloom  endures  and  then  dies  off  for  ever ; 
But  not  to  me  hath  Love  bestowed  such  dower, 
My  love  but  stronger  groweth  every  hour, 
Nor  Time  with  envious  hand  the  links  shall  sever 
That  bind,  my  gentle  wife,  my  heart  to  thine. 
Since  thou  hast  borne  that  sweet  endearing  name, 
My  heart  for  thee  with  yet  more  fervent  flame 
Hath  glowed,  nor  ever  of  that  one  word  "mine" 
Have  I  the  depths  all  fathomed ;  it  is  given 
Alone  to  attain  Love's  uttermost  in  Heaven. 
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TUB    POET  S    PIC-NIC. 

We  loitered  on  for  three  delicious  hours 
Amid  a  varied  landscape ;  sun  and  shade 
Soft  pictures  to  the  eye  alike  displayed  : 

At  length,  deep  in  the  distant  woodland  bowers, 

Down  by  the  margin  of  a  babbling  brook, 

We  spread  our  rustic  meal,  and,  wild  with  glee, 
Feasted  and  talked  beneath  the  hazel  tree  : 

Our  meal  concluded,  from  an  ancient  book 

Of  English  songs  we  read  of  Robin  Hood, 
Of  merry  Sherwood's  forest  minstrelsy, 
And  fed  our  fancies,  till  from  every  tree 

Forms  started  into  life  and  lustihood: 

Slowly   the   Night   came   down   and  warned   us   to 
return. — 

Alas !     But  few  such  days  hath  Life's  funereal  urn ! 


Oft  have  I  sighed  for  some  lone  hermitage, 
In  rural  valley  watered  by  sweet  streams, 
A  little  dwelling  place  of  quiet  dreams, 

Where  man  with  man  doth  ne'er  in  strife  engage ; 

But  the  stern  voice  of  Duty  hinders  still, 
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And  keeps  me  in  the  populous  city  pent, 
Afar  from  mead  and  vale  and  mountain  rill, 

For  I,  a  man,  to  preach  to  men  am  sent. 
Yet  Nature,  yet  a  little  while  I  steal, 

To  wander  with  thee  in  thy  lonely  bower, 

And  wile  away  in  dream  a  pleasant  hour, 
And  half  forget  this  great  world's  woe  and  weal, 
And  when  I  leave  thee,  'tis  with  pained  breast ; 
But  in  a  world  of  sin,  'tis  sin  to  be  at  rest. 


Thou  Idler  in  the  world,  whoe'er  thou  art, 
That  lov'st  in  selfish  sensuous  ease  to  dwell, 
Beguiling  Time  with  dreams  that  please  thee  well, 

Voluptuous  forms  perchance  of  Grecian  Art, 

Or  Epicurian  strains  of  amorous  bard, 
Or  rural  home  embosomed  among  trees, 
Where  fountains  scatter  spray  upon  the  breeze 

And  greyhounds  gambol  on  the  grassy  sward  ; 

Or,  it  may  be,  soothed  by  luxurious  sound 
Of  harp  or  organ  or  of  human  voice, 

Awake  thou  craven  from  the  grovelling  ground, 
And  make  at  once  a  new  and  better  choice  ! 

Thy  time,  thy  wealth  are  not  thine  own,  and  God 

Will  judge  thee  for  thy  use  of  gifts  bestowed. 
js2 
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THE    SINNBB  S    COMPLAINT    ANSWERED. 

How  heavy  burdened  is  my  heart ;  my  grief 
O'erflows  her  chalice,  and  my  spirit  seeks 

Relief  in  tears  that  still  refuse  relief, 

Though  channel  follows  channel  down  my  cheeks, 

And  mine  eyes  ache  with  weeping.     Woe  is  me  ! 
I  am  weighed  down,  and  who  shall  lift  me  up  ? 
And  who  shall  pour  the  cordial  in  my  cup, 

Eelease  me  of  my  load,  and  set  me  free  ? 

My  sins  do  haunt,  like  spectres  of  the  night, 
My  steps  where'er  I  tread,  and  evil  Fate 
Still  points  me  to  the  torments  that  await 

My  ultimate  lot,  and  rends  me  with  affright. 

Hope  is  shut  out  from  me  on  every  side ; 

Where  shall  I  look  for  safety  ? 

Jesus  died. 


Methinks  'twere  sweet,  in  rural  vale  retired, 
The  Country  Pastor's  noiseless  life  to  lead, 
And  watch  the  still  years  one  by  one  recede, 
While  Heaven  grows  daily  nearer :  aye  untired, 
From  the  Great  Book  of  Truth  with  spirit  fired 
By  Love  Divine,  the  village  mind  to  feed ; 
e  3 
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And  by  perpetual  prayer  to  win  the  meed 
Of  promised  blessing.     More  to  be  desired 
Were  this  for  destiny,  than  all  the  praise 

That  follows  in  the  wake  of  famous  men  : 

Free  from  heart-burning  strife  and  envious  pain, 
Thus  would  I  live  my  unambitious  days, 

Intent  alone  the  smile  of  God  to  gain, 
And  leave  the  great  world  to  the  world's  own  ways. 
April,  1858. 

XIII. 

0  child  of  sin  and  sorrow,  wandering  far 

Beyond  the  utmost  verge  of  heaven-born  light  I 
0  way-worn  wanderer,  whom  the  shades  of  Night 

Have  overtaken,  while  no  guiding  star 

Shines  out  above  to  light  thee  to  thy  goal, 
Exploring  the  dark  waste  in  fruitless  quest, 
Fain  wouldst  thou  shelter  somewhere,  fain  wouldst 
rest 

And  gain  an  hour  of  quiet  for  thy  soul. 

Take  courage  weary  pilgrim !  Yonder  mark, 
Distant  and  dim,  glimmers  a  little  light, 
One  little  beam  of  hope  amid  the  Night 

To  guide  thy  trembling  footsteps  through  the  dark  ; 

Oh  !  thither  speed  thee  and  a  rest  implore, 

Thou  wilt  not  plead  in  vain  for  Jesus  guards  the  door. 
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XIV. 

How  shall  I  find  apt  words  to  praise  my  God  ? 
How  tune  a  fitting  strain  to  celebrate 
His  nieroies  showered  on  me  from  Heaven-gate, 

The  choicest  blossoms  of  redeeming  blood  ? 

Lo !  in  His  presence  Man  is  stricken  dumb, 
The  art,  the  poetry,  the  eloquence 
That  please  the  idle  ear  of  human  sense 

Are  but  vain  pastime  here.     Yet  will  I  oome 

Before  thy  throne,  0  God !  and  from  my  store 
Of  gratitude  such  as  I  have  will  offer, 
Knowing  that  He,  who  blest  the  widow's  proffer 

Of  her  two  mites,  requireth  nothing  more. 

My  God  I  owe  thee  all,  and  though  thou  claim 
My  all  and  I  all  give,  I  still  thy  debtor  am. 


Though  here  on  Earth  beset  on  every  hand 
With  perils  is  the  Christian's  upward  path, 
And  foes  unnumbered  gather  round  in  wrath, 

His  faith  assailing ;  yet  even  as  the  sand. 

Lifted  and  blown  for  leagues  above  the  waste 
By  the  strong  wind,  so  are  they  scattered  far 
By  God's  avenging  breath,  whose  Ceaseless  care 
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Regards  his  saints,  wlio  wills  not  that  the  least 

Of  all  his  servants  suffer  harm.     My  soul 
Exult !  This  God  is  thine  ;  his  hand  upholds 
Thy  faltering  steps,  and  his  large  love  infolds 

Thy  languishing  affection,  and  though  all 
The  Earth  unite,  from  distant  pole  to  pole, 

To  work  thy  ruin,  yet  thou  shalt  not  fall. 

XVI. 

TO  QUEEN  VICTORIA. 

Victoria  !  Queen  of  England!  unto  thee 
The  independent  homage  of  a  man 
Unowning  lineage  high  or  crested  clan 

Is  rendered  here  in  faithful  fealty ; 

Because  the  woman  doth  outshine  the  queen, 
In  actions  noble,  generous,  brave  and  wise, 
And  that  fair  character,  which  never  dies, 

Of  a  true  spirit,  simple  and  serene ; 

For  never  since  the  sturdy  yeoman  quelled 
The  frenzied  tumults  of  a  turbulent  race, 
Hath  native  royalty  so  stamped  the  face 

Of  British  monarch  !     Far  hast  thou  excelled 

Thy  predecessors  on  the  throne,  and,  though 

I  have  small  love  for  kings,  to  thee  fair  Queen  I  bow. 
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0  throne-appalling  voice,  whose  triumph  cry, 

Borne  on  the  upward  current  of  the  stream 
Of  Time,  doth  mock  at  regal  vanity, 
Like  as  some  gallant  bark,  that  rideth  high 

Upon  the  torrent- waves,  doth  ever  seem 
To  mock  the  pride  of  the  tempestuous  sky, 

The  electric  thunder  and  the  lightening  beam  ! 

O  voice,  that  like  the  echo  of  a  dream 
Of  dread  redemption,  boometh  up  the  gloom 

That  hides  the  years  unborn  !     0  utterance 
Prophetic  of  the  Liberty  to  come  ! 

Arrest  Earth's  tyrants  in  their  giddy  dance, 
And  let  repentance  lighten  o'er  their  path, 
That  none  may  perish  in  the  Day  of  Wrath! 

xvm. 

God  and  the  People !     Hark  the  mighty  cry, 
That,  like  an  echo  from  the  moss-green  tomb 
Of  ancient  Freedom,  thrills  the  soul  of  Eome, 

And  wakens  Thought  to  her  vitality. 

God  and  the  People !     God  and  Italy ! 

Ay  !  Eomans  waken  to  your  morn  of  glory, 
Ee-act  the  heroic  deeds  of  classic  story, 

Win  back  your  former  fame  and  liberty. 
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The  spirit  of  Rienzi,  like  a  star 

In  Heaven,  keeps  watch  above  you ;  oh,  spring 
forth, 

And  lead  the  banded  freemen  of  the  Earth 
To  win  the  victory  of  the  final  war, 
When  pontiff,  prince  and  crowned  usurping  clan 
Shall  flee  before  the  march  of  liberated  man. 


TO   MAZZINI   AND   KOSSUTH. 

Illustrious  and  twin  exiles  !     Earth  exults 
At  utterance  of  your  names  and  proudly  owns 
Her  dearest  children.     In  loud  thunder-tones, 
Wherever  freeborn  heart  with  heart  consults, 
Those  names  shall  sound,  signals  of  grand  revolts, 
Above  the  crash  and  din  of  falling  thrones. 
What  though  in  tyrant-forged  chains  still  groans 
The  imprisoned  heart  of  toil,  of  high  results 
Not  wholly  barren  are  the  splendid  lives, 

Which  ye  have  lavished  on  the  growing  cause 
Of  world-wide  liberty  and  equal  laws. 
In  vain  the  strong  hand  of  Oppression  strives 
To  quench  the  lamps  ye  kindled,  stars  sublime 
Of  promise,  making  bright  the  avenues  of  Time. 


LONDON:  a.d.,  1854.' 

Along  the  dusty  pavement  worn  and  cold, 
I  walk  and  watch  the  busy  crowd  go  by, 
And  mark  the  feverish  step,  the  untrusting  eye, 
That  speak  of  lewdness,  avarice  and  gold, 
And  ask,  is  this  that  London  which  of  old 
Within  her  guardian  gates  to  lusty  life 
Nursed  Freedom,  dared  with  kings  to  stand  at  strife 
And  shed  her  blood  for  England  ?     Ah,  the  bold 
Brave  days  are  gone,  and  gone  the  ancient  race 
Of  citizens !     Where  once,  all  unwithstood, 
In  native  worth  the  Puritan  walked  proud, 
A  greedy,  sensual,  slavish  crew  have  place, 
And  the  grim  ghosts  of  heroes  overhead 
Gaze  down  in  grief,  and  deem  their  city  dead. 

*  This,  and  the  following  ten  sonnets,  belong  to  the  period  of  the  Crimean 
War.  The  greatly  excited  state  of  public  feeling  at  the  time  will  serve  to 
account  for  their  peculiar  tone  and  tendency. 
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ON  THE  AUSTRIAN  OCCUPATION  OF  THE  DANUBIAN 
PRINCIPALITIES  IN   1854. 

And  was  it  then  for  this  brave  blood  was  shed  ? 

For  this  the  sister  nations  plighted  troth  ? 
To  rob  the  glory  from  the  victor's  head, 

And  give  the  garland  unto  Austrian  sloth  ? 
Is  all  a  vacant  gain,  and  Freedom  still 

An  empty  dream  ?     And  shall  Vienna's  pride 

And  traitor  artifice  the  rising  tide 
Of  Europe's  liberty  roll  back  at  will  ? 
Shall  England  lend  her  mantle  to  the  lie, 

And  stifle  infant  Freedom  at  the  birth  ? 
Ah  no !     We,  who  can  claim  affinity 

With  mightiest  spirits  that  have  swept  the  Earth, 
Cromwell  and  Milton, — swear  it,  no  1  and  dave 
Bid  the  false  statesmen  of  our  land  beware. 


Immortal  Milton, — thou  whose  spirit  vast 
Did  soar  to  contemplate  the  Love  on  high, 
Nor  Hell  could  hide  from  thy  deep-searching  eye  ; 
Thou  who  didst  make  the  name  Iconoclast 
A  name  dear  to  our  England  through  all  time ; — 
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Oh,  would  that  deep  religious  heart  of  thine 
Were  beating  now  amongst  us,  that  divine 
Unswerving  energy  were  alive  to  climb 
The  heights  of  mental  effort  now  !  for  we 

Are  fallen  from  ancient  freedom,  and  we  bleed 
In  idol  fetters  once  again,  and  need 
Another  image-breaker  like  to  thee  : 
Once  more  shine  out  upon  us,  Freedom's  star  ; 
Breathe  in  our  midst  thy  spirit  from  afar. 


God-fearing,  and  God-loving  were  the  men, 

Who  erst  in  England,  fought  for  England's  cause, 
And  brake  the  fetters  of  unholy  laws  ; 

Ay !  due  to  Cromwell's  sword  and  Milton's  pen 

The  glories  of  that  generation,  when 
Stern  Liberty,  in  Puritanic  guise, 
Besieged  the  hold  of  antiquated  lies, 

And  in  the  Stuart's  stead  victorious  reign 

Of  Eight  established.     And  who  now  would  fain 
Of  lingering  fraud  and  lingering  wrong  be  free, 
God-fearing  and  God-loving  men  must  be, 

Else  were  the  strife  and  struggle  all  in  vain ; 

For  he  alone  can  sunder  every  chain, 

Who  hath  declared  the  law  of  Perfect  Liberty. 
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XXIY. 

Not  where  the  sceptic  wanders  in  a  cloud 
Of  doubt,  perplexed  by  false  philosophies ; 
Nor  where,  immersed  in  outer  darkness,  lies, 

Shut  out  from  God's  great  scheme,  the  fallen  brood 

Of  Atheism,  spawn  of  Eldest  Hell, 

Can  Liberty's  immortal  load-star  shine  ; 

Nor  hence  the  spark  proceed  to  blast  the  mine, 

Or  storm  the  many-fortressed  citadel. 

"Tis  God  alone  can  work  the  miracle ! 

The  Men  of  Faith  alone  can  champion  Eight, 
Securely  through  the  dangers  of  the  Night, 

To  the  far  heights  where  morning  loves  to  dwell. 

The  Men  of  Faith,  these  are  the  only  free, 

Planted  upon  the  rock  of  Gospel  Liberty. 


TO  THE  AUTHOR  OF  THE  BATTLE  DAY,  AND 
OTHER  POEMS. 

All  day  thy  page  I  pondered,  while  the  sun, 
The  summer-sun  his  lavish  beams  expended, 
And  as  the  softening  shades  of  eve  descended 
I  closed  the  book  and  murmured  out  "  Well  done  !" 
Well  done !   My  little  tribute  would  I  proffer 
To  him  who  patriot  themes  hath  wooed  in  song, 


476  MISCELLANEOUS    SONNETS. 

Though,  sorrow,  suffering,  scorn,  abuse  and  wrong 
Be  all  that  an  ungrateful  world  can  offer. 
But  I  do  deem  that  future  fame  shall  hail 
Thy  labours,  and  posterity  record 

Thy  worth  in  golden  letters,  0  my  friend ! 
And  after-ages  o'er  thy  muse  shall  bend 
Admiring ;  yet,  though  even  this  hope  should  fail, 
'  In  thine  own  conscience  is  thy  best  reward. 

XX  vt. 
FEBRUARY,  1855. 

How  are  we  falling  from  our  ancient  height, 
Our  ancient  name  and  fame  are  passed  away, 
That  awed  the  world,  compelling  kings  to  obey  ; 

Ah !  waned  or  waning  is  that  marvellous  light 

Which  once  illumed  our  England,  home  of  right 
And  truth  and  freedom ;  vanished  is  that  ray, 
And  flown  the  glories  of  our  elder  day ; 

On  our  false  statesmen  let  the  curse  alight ! 

Are  there  no  men  in  Britain,  fit  to  climb 

The  stairs  of  power  and  wield  the  helm  of  state  ? 

Oh  !  to  recall  that  Puritanic  time, 

When  at  great  Cromwell's  council-table  sat 

Our  Milton,  and  our  Blake  upon  the  sea 

Led  the  victorious  navy  of  the  free  ! 
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XXVII. 

THE  DISASTERS  IN  THE  CRIMEA:    1855. 

Whence  these  disasters  that  perplex  our  arms  ? 

Oh,  not  from  lack  of  bravery  in  our  men ! 

For  bright  our  star  of  valour  shines,  as  when 
Of  old  it  shone  the  herald  of  alarms, 
Dismay,  defeat  to  all  our  enemies, 

What  time  soe'er  with  England  waging  war  ; 

Whether  at  Crescy,  or  famed  Agincourt, 
Or  later  still  Blenheim  and  Eamilies, 
Or  latest  Waterloo.     Let  Inkerman 

And  that  great  Balaklava  charge  attest ! 

These  woes  are  hatched  in  ministerial  nest, 
Where  Lord  Corruption  lolls  on  high  Divan, 

And  mocks  his  country's  grief  in  courtly  jest, 
Turning  to  shame  the  name  of  Englishman. 

XXVIII. 

THE  FALL  OF  SEBASTOPOL. 

Fallen !  She  hath  fallen !  The  stronghold  of  the  South 
No  more  remains  a  terror  to  the  lands ; 
The  tide  of  war  hath  given  her  to  our  hands  : 

Let  songs  of  triumph  fly  from  mouth  to  mouth ! 

Yea !    She  hath  fallen !  O'erwhelmed  in  battle's  tide. 
.  Ye  conquering  nations,  glorify  your  God  ! 
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Who  hath  uplifted  his  avenging  rod, 
And  humbled  in  the  dust  the  tyrant's  pride. 
Yea  fallen !     Not  all  the  valour  of  her  sons, 

Though  crowned  with  victory  in  unnumbered  wars, 
Could  save  her.     Tell  it  unto  all  the  stars 
And  to  the  rising  moons  and  setting  suns, 
And  to  the  Arctic  and  the  Antarctic  Pole, 
Fallen  is  the  haughty  crest  of  Great  Sebastopol ! 

XXIX. 

THE     PUBLIC    REJOICINGS    ON    THE     TAKING     OF 

SEBASTOPOL. 
Oh !  whence  these  loud  rejoicings  ?    Dance  and  song 

And  festal  glee,  triumphant  notes  that  break 

The  sloth  of  many  years,  and  bid  awake 
The  spirit  of  a  nation  buried  long. 
Too  long,  too  long  involved  in  dreams  of  gold, 

And  filled  with  churlish  feud  and  envious  spite ; 

Like  a  new-morning  bursting  on  the  night 
Streams  the  victorious  flag  of  war  unrolled. 
Oh !  deep  these  notes  of  triumph  from  the  heart 

Of  a  regenerated  land  arise, 

And  our  forefathers  bending  from  the  skies 
Approve  our  courage.     Well  this  better  part, 

Dear  England,  hast  thou  chosen,  to  go  forth 

Champion  of  Eight  and  Truth  oppressed  o'er  all  the 
Earth. 
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XXX. 

THE   NEW  TEAR,   1856. 
0  blythe  New  Tear,  the  threshold  of  the  door 

Scarce  hast  thou  crossed,  before  thy  hands  unfold 
The  boon  and  blessing  which  thou  hast  in  store, 

Priest  of  glad  tidings  unto  young  and  old. 
"What  news  are  these  thou  bringest  from  afar? 

Lo  !  at  thy  bidding  grief  and  tumult  cease, 
And  men  grown  frantic  with  the  din  of  war, 

Lay  down  their  arms,  and  chant  the  hymn  of  Peace. 
Because  the  warring  nations  war  no  more, 

The  raging  sound  of  conflict  dies  away, 
And  home-returned  our  ships,  beside  the  shore, 

Lie  calm  at  anchor  in  the  sheltered  bay ; 
The  gentle  Arts  revive,  the  poet's  tear 
Is  turned  to  joy,  by  thee,  0  blythe  New  year ! 


ON  THE  DEFEAT  OF  LORD  PALMERSTON'S 
CONSPIRACY  BILL. 

Right  nobly  have  our  senators  withstood 
This  base  attempt  to  foist  upon  our  law 
The  dictates  of  the  Tuileries.     In  awe 
Of  him,  who  shed  his  country's  bravest  blood 
To  work  his  own  aggrandisement,  we  stood 
Not  for  a  day ;  nor  heard  the  carrion  caw 
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Of  France  with  aught  but  high  disdain.     We  saw 
And  chose  the  path  of  honoured  rectitude, 
The  path  our  fathers  trod  ;  and  ne'er  will  we 

Consent  to  wear  the  fetters  of  the  slave, 
The  chains  by  tyrants  forged  :  but  still  shall  be 

Our  isle  a  refuge  for  the  exiled  brave, 
The  nursing  home  of  infant  Liberty, 

Long  as  her  guardian  cliffs  shall  front  the  wave. 


To-night  I  held  my  baby  in  these  arms, 
My  week-old  baby,  and  I  seemed  to  trace, 
Within  the  workings  of  his  infant  face, 

Of  future  greatness,  future  good  the  germs  ; 

A  fancied  likeness  there  to  radiant  forms, 
That  to  poetic  dreams  of  mine  a  grace 
Had  lent  of  old :  and  as  in  mute  embrace 

I  closer  prest  him,  mingled  with  alarms, 

Delights  before  unknown  did  blossom  up 

Within  my  heart.     Q-azing  with  pensive  smile 

Upon  thee,  0  thou  child  of  many  prayers  ! 
Thy  gentle  hearted  mother  lay  the  while. 

O  Life  !  what  secrets  lie  within  thy  cup  ? 

And  born  with  thee  clear  babe  what  blended  hopes 
and  fears  ? 
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XXXIII. 

TO  JAMES  SMART  LINWOOD. 
Linwood !  with  thee,  my  friend,  full  many  an  hour 

Of  intellectual  pleasure  have  I  spent, 

A  love  with  noble  aspirations  blent 
And  cherished  in  the  Muse's  sweetest  bower. 
How  oft,  with  thee,  I've  roamed  the  breezy  hill, 

Explored  the  woodland,  shared  the  rustic  seat, 

And  wooed  old  Nature  in  her  lone  retreat, 
In  days  whose  recollections  linger  still. 
And  now  stern  Duty  hath  our  separate  sphere 

Of  individual  toil  to  each  assigned, 
But  still,  though  leagues  divide  us,  thou  art  dear, 

And  still,  by  me  and  mine,  art  kept  in  mind ; 
And  oft,  delighted  Memory  brings  before 
My  retrospective  gaze  our  haunts  in  days  of  yore. 

xxxiv. 
WRITTEN    IN    A    COPY    OF    THE    VILLAGE    BRIDAL 

AND   OTHER   POEMS. 
Like  some  wild  garden  is  this  book  of  poems, 
A  little  wilderness  o'ergrown  with  flowers, 
Breathing  of  cornfields  boon  and  summer-bowers, 
And  of  our  Fatherland's  dear  cottage  homes  ; 
Nor  yet  alone  'mong  flowers  thy  Fancj'  roams, 
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Young   dreamer  riched    with  Thought's  immortal 
dowers, 

Nor  in  voluptuous  ease  alone  thy  hours 
Glide  on ;  but  thou  art  busied  with  the  dooms 
Of  old  world- tyrannies  to  ruin  falling, 

And  hopes  of  Virgin  Liberty  sublime, 

And  o'er  the  wide  extended  fields  of  Time 
A  thousand  angel-tongues  to  thee  are  calling, 
Free  and  exultant,  when  no  more  enthralling 

Proud  kings  shall  wield  their  sceptres  stained  with 


TO  M.  M.  ON  HER  BIRTHDAY. 
While  Summer-plenty  crowns  the  laden  board, 
And  while  around  the  happy  guests  are  met 
To  honour  this  dear  day,  I  cannot  let 
The  season  pass,  without  a  loving  word 
Of  fond  congratulation.     "While  a  chord 

Within  jny  breast  beats  true  to  Love,  while  yet 
Grateful  Affection  doth  retain  his  seat 
Within  my  heart,  oh !  I  could  ill  afford 
To  let  thy  birthday  glide  without  a  song, 

Telling  dear-heart,  of  all  the  love  I  bear  thee ; 
Telling  dear-heart,  a  son;^  T  ill  can  spare  thee; 
v  3 
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The  flow  of  sweet  emotions  does  me  wrong ; 
And  Love  too  deep  for  utterance,  and  too  dear, 
What  it  can  ne'er  withhold,  can  hardly  spare. 

xxxvi. 
TO  THE  SPIRIT  OF  MY  DREAMS. 

Art  thou  a  spirit,  that,  in  dreams  at  night, 
Comest  to  me  in  sleep,  with  soul-like  glance, 
With  smiles  and  angel-beaming  countenance, 

And  lead'st  me  forth  into  a  land  of  light '? 

All  day,  a  weight  upon  my  nerves  and  mind, 
I  wander  through  the  world,  like  one  in  pain, 
The  aspiring  thought  held  fast  in  captive  chain, 

And  long  this  house  of  clay  to  leave  behind  ; 

But  when  night  comes,  it  falls,  we  walk  abroad . 
Together,  communing  of  many  things, 
I  dare  not  breathe  even  in  whisperings, 

The  mighty  wonders  of  the  City  of  God  : — 
Oh,  happy  life,  that  knowest  such  visitings, 

Such  glimpses  given  of  angel-neighbourhood ! 

XXXVII. 

"IN  MY  FATHER'S  HOUSE  ARE  MANY  MANSIONS." 
Oh  glorious   thought ;  that  from  this  prison-house, 
The  enfranchised  soul,  her  every  fetter  riven, 
Bound  on  immortal  flight,  will  soar  to  Heaven, 
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And  taste  the  never-ending  joy  that  flows, 

A  timeless  stream  whose  constant  current  knows 

No  fluctuations,  from  beneath  the  throne 

Of  the  Eternal  One ;  nor  there  alone 
To  drink  unshared  delights,  but  be  with  those 
Of  every  tribe  and  kindred  who  have  found 

Eedemption  through  the  Lamb,  a  crowding  throng 

A  host  innumerable,  who  prolong 
From  starry  court  to  court  of  Praise  the  sound  : 

Oh  glorious  thought !  to  know  that  I  shall  share 

Their  bliss,  amid  those  many  mansions  there. 


Oh  what  a  fall  was  there  when  <*  °  °  °  **  fell ! 
Not  that  Archangel,  who,  from  glory  bright 
Hurled  headlong  through  the  dark  abyss  of  Night, 

Sank  deep  into  the  furiate  jaws  of  Hell, 

Evoked  the  pitying  tears  of  Heaven's  high  host 
In  more  abundance,  than  my  tears  hast  thou ; — 
Oh !  I  have  wept  for  thee,  and  weep  thee  now ; 

Lost,  lost  to  Fame  and  me,  for  ever  lost ! 

Thine  was  a  spirit  strong  to  climb  the  height 
Of  steep  Parnassian  mount,  and  thread  the  maze 
Of  song,  and  give  to  all  the  after-days 

A  name  to  glisten  in  Earth's  crown-like  light; 
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But  base-born  Pleasure  came,  thy  finer  sense 
Destroyed,  and  lo  !  thine  utter  impotence. 

XXXIX. 

'Tis  well  that  with  Affliction,  hand  in  hand, 
Through  life  our  pilgrimage  we  here  persue, 
Else  Heaven  itself  might  fail  our  heedless  view 

And  the  high  promise  of  that  far-off  land  ; 

Too  easily  content  our  all  to  stake 
Upon  the  vanities  within  our  reach, 

Forgetful  of  the  spirit's  finer  make 

And  true  vocation.     With  stern  hand,  to  teach 

To  man  the  purpose  of  Existence,  comes 
Affliction,  dissipates  his  dearest  dreams, 
And  casts  a  cloud  o'er  Fortune's  brightest  beams, 

And  leads  him  weeping  through  a  place  of  tombs  ; 

By  sad  Experience  bids  him  to  be  wise, 

And  lift  his  hopes  from  Earth  to  centre  in  the  skies. 


'Tis  sweet  to  wander  out  amid  the  meads 
And  hear  the  humming  of  the  summer  airs, 
Oblivious  of  the  lean  low-thoughted  cares 
That  all  day  long  the  fetid  city  breeds  : 
To  catch  the  balmy  breeze  from  off  the  rise, 
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To  hear  tlie  low  love-murmurs  of  the  birds, 

Or  the  dull  lowing  of  the  distant  herds, 
And  call  down  inspiration  from  the  skies. 
There  is  a  quiet  all  around,  a  hush 

Holy  as  reigns  in  sculptured  sanctuary, 

Here  Nature,  robed  in  deep  divinity, 
Proud  for  the  love  of  God,  stands  all  ablush 
In  silent  poetry.     Ah,  Well  a  day ! 
Here  might  one  dote  on  love  and  dream  the  hours  away. 


Oh  !  why  delay  thy  footsteps,  Brother  mine  ? 
Why  waste  thy  day  upon  the  idle  beach, 
Attracted  by  the  pebbles  in  thy  reach 

Cast  forth  as  worthless  by  the  scornful  brine  ? 

Why  linger  listening  to  the  syren  song, 

That  ceaseless  murmurs  'mong  the  mystic  caves, 
Borne  by  the  breeze  across  the  unresting  waves  ? 

Oh  Brother,  on  thy  journey  speed  along! 

Dusk  Eve  approaches,  Night  will  soon  be  here, 
The  gale  is  wroth,  the  winds  begin  to  howl, 
Among  the  neighbouring  wilds  hyenas  prowl, 

And  in  the  woods  the  leopards  have  their  lair, 

They  wait  the  night  to  roam  in  search  of  prey, 

The  twilight  gathers  round,  thy  home  is  far  away ! 
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XLII. 

A  SPRING  SONNET. 

Come  forth  into  the  meadows,  for  the  Spring 
Hath  clad  the  Earth  with  verdure  once  again, 
And  tearful  April's  soft  and  tender  rain 

Hath  moistened  the  dry  banks,  and  violets  fling 

Abroad  their  odorous  sweets,  and  elf-shapes  bring 
Flowerets  from  Fairy-land  and  strew  the  plain, 
And  the  blythe  birds  with  many  a  jocund  strain 

Of  music  make  the  budding  woodlands  ring  : 

Come  forth  into  the  fields,  0  love  of  mine ! 
And  let  us  spend  a  gleeful  holiday  ; 
The  gemlike  dewdrops  hang  from  every  spray, 

The  morning  sun  shines  out  with  beams  benign 
To  welcome  us,  0  come  dear  Love  away, 

And  let  us  walk  and  talk,  and  dream  of  things  divine  ! 
April,  1858. 

XLIII. 

AT  OLD  WARDEN,  BEDFORDSHIRE. 

There  is  no  lovelier  village  in  our  land 
Than  this.     On  the  hill-side  the  cottages, 
Like  Alpine  dwellings  nested  'mong  the  trees, 

And  garlanded  with  flowers  on  every  hand, 

Eecal  to  mind  scenes  of  an  earlier  day, 
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And  bring  back  to  the  memory  that  time, 
When  'mong  the  snowy-crested  hills  sublime 

Of  Switzerland,  from  England  far  away, 

With  thee  dear  wife  I  ranged.     Again  I  dream 
Of  lakes  and  mountains  and  pine-forests  green, 
Of  vallies  watered  by  the  blue  Sarine, 

And  Friebourg's  mellow  bells.     In  Fancy  seem 
From  the  tall  height  to  hear  the  torrent's  flow, 
Mingling  with  peasant-songs  in  the  deep  vale  below. 

Juris.  2$th,  1858. 

XLIV. 

Low  in  the  West  fades  the  last  line  of  light. 

And,  save  the  rustling  breeze  that  idly  blows, 
No  sound  disturbs  trie  solitude  of  Night, 

But  Earth  and  Heaven  sleep  swathed  in  soft  repose : 
Repose,  but  not  for  this  o'erladen  breast, 

Where  wild  emotions  wage  incessant  strife, 
Consorting  ill  with  this  calm  hour  of  rest, 

Heaving  and  surging  with  the  storms  of  life. 
Deep  in  yon  sheltering  vale  the  churchyard  graves, 

Each  to  its  tenant  yields  a  quiet  home, 
There  in  the  languid  breeze  the  long  grass  waves 

Its  funeral  plumes  and  beautifies  the  gloom ; . 
There,  with  the  dead,  dwells  the  repose  I  need ; 
Oh,  for  a  little  grave  among  the  grasses  hid ! 


NOTES. 


"Little  Mary."— Page  101. 

The   following  elegant  rendering  of   this  Poem  into  the 
French  language  is  from  the  pen  of  the  Chevalier  de  Chatelain, 
the  translator  of  Chaucer's  Canterbury  Tales. 
La  Petite  Mauie. 
La  petite  Marie  aux  gentils  yeux  reveurs 

Vivait  avec  sa  chere  mere, 
Non  loin  de  Windermere  et  de  ses  flots  rageurs, 
Dans  la  montagne  solitaire. 

Mainte  lubie  Strange  envahissait  1'  esprit 

De  cette  petite  Marie, 
Des  pensers  rarement  faisant  leur  introi't 

D'un  enfant  dans  la  reverie. 

La  reveuse  tristesse  en  ses  si  gentils  yeux 

Se  prelassait  pourtant  joyeuse, 
Sur  son  front  ondulaient  ses  boucles  de  cheveux 

D'une  facon  aventureuse. 
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Quand  pres  d'elle  parfois  passaient  les  villageois 

Serieux  ils  branlaient  la  tete, 
La  petite  Marie  avec  son  doux  minois 

Leur  souriait  d'un  air  de  fete. 

Sitot  qu'il  la  voyait  le  vieux  Vent  se  jouait 

Avec  sa  blonde  chevelure  ; 
La  croyant  un  esprit  du  mont  qui  folatrait, 

Non  point  humaine  creature. 

Mais  ce  qui  plaisait  plus  a  la  gentille  enfant 

Faisant  ecole  buissoni§re, 
C  £tait  de  vers  Stock  Ghyll  s'en  allev  en  pouffant, 

Se  suspendre  a  la  fondriere. 

Oyant  la  sa  chanson  qui  tremblotait  dans  l'air, 

Elle  en  disait  la  ritournelle, 
Joyeuse  elle  chantait  pour  le  Torrent,  c'est  clair, 

Et  le  Torrent  chantait  pour  elle  ! 

Sur  1'  abhne  en  dessous,  plongeant  un  long  regard, 

Elle  en  sondait  les  noirs  tenebres, 
Ecoutant  s'flever  ses  voix  dans  le  brouillard, 

Ses  voix  sauvages  et  funebres. 

Souvent  son  petit  cceur  battait,  battait,  battait, 

Et  resonnait  comme  une  enclume, 
Puis  des  mains  en  riant  cet  enfant  tapotait, 

Et  disait  voyant  son  e"cume  : 
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"  Quoiqu'  enfant,  moi  je  suis  1'  epouse  du  Torrent ! 

Et  puis  (Scoutant  sa  voix  rude, 
EUe  disait  encor:  •'  C'est  drole  au  demeurant 

Comme  ses  eaux  ont  l'habitude 

De  rouler  sourdement  en  bas,  en  bas  toujours," 

Et  son  cceur  brisait  sa  poitrine : 
Lors  vint  1'  Esprit  des  eaux  lui  chanter  ses  amours 

D'une  voix  suave  et  caline, 

Et  1'  Esprit  l'emporta  la  pressant  sur  son  coeur, 

Dans  son  palais  plein  de  rosee, 
Et  du  Torrent  ainsi  Marie  a  1'  ceil  reveur 

Devint  la  gentille  (Spousee. 

Et  plus  dans  la  montagne,  ou  sur  les  bords  du  lac 

La  douce  enfant  ne  fut  revue, 
Car  1'  Esprit  du  Torrent  la  tient  dans  son  hamac, 

Et  pour  sa  mere  elle  est  perdue. 

Mais  sur  les  flots  du  lac  a  1'  heure  de  minuit 

Quand  les  eaux  murmurent  roulantes, 
On  dit  que  deux  Esprits  sur  Stock  Ghyll  sans  nul  bruit, 

Laissent  voir  leurs  formes  errantes. 

Sur  Fair  silencieux  fiotte  en  tremblant  un  chant, 

Un  chant  qui  n'a  pas  de  modele, 
Marie  a  1'  ceil  reveur  chante  pour  le  Torrent 

Et  le  Torrent  chante  pour  elle ! 
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"  The  Euin." — Page  163. 
This  poem  has  also  been  translated  into  French  by  the  Chevalier 
de  Chatelain,  and  will  appear  together  with  the   foregoing  in  his 
forthcoming  work,  "Beaute's  de  la  Poesie  Anglaise." 

"  Nor  yet  all  unknown  to  such  scenes  are  thy  waters. — 

Page  214. 
At  the  time  of  the  Danish  invasion,  the  Danish  fleet  sailed 
some  miles  up  the  River  Lea,  which  was  then  a  much  wider 
stream  than  it  is  now.  King  Alfred  diverted  the  course  of  the 
river,  it  is  supposed  near  Waltham  Abbey,  and  so  laid  the  invad- 
ing fleet  aground. 

"  The  Miller's  Maid."— Page  294. 
The  prose  original  of  this  legend  is  to  be  found  in  "  Legends 
of  the  Rhine,"  by  Joseph  Snowe,  Esq.,  two  vols.     London,  F.  C. 
Westley. 
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AND 
RECOMMENDATORY    NOTICES    OF    MR.    MATSON's    FORMER   VOLUME. 


"  You  have  given  another  proof  that  exquisite  Poetry  may  bloom  in  a 
young  breast." — Walter  Savage  Landor. 

"  You  manifest  not  merely  the  poetical  taste  which  is  common  to  all 
young  and  loving  writers  of  verse,  but  a  power  of  thought  and  expression, 
particularly  on  reflective  subjects,  which  may  procure  you  a  distinguished 
name." — Leigh  Hunt. 

"I  have  derived  pleasure  from  its  perusal;  and  rejoice  to  recognize 
the  poetic  faculty  and  spirit,  with  much  force  and  felicity  of  illustration." — 

Rev.   W.    MoBLEY   PUNSHON. 

"He  possesses  depth  and  warmth  of  feeling  so  essential  to  the  poetic 
temperament.  His  diction  is  chaste  and  vigorous,  frequently  elegant;  and 
he  appears  to  he  endowed  with  a  lively  imagination.  He  has  essayed  his 
hand  in  various  metres,  and  displays  a  flexible  command  of  versification. 
His  best  Poem,  "The  Night  Season,"  shows  that  he  has  been  no  careless 
student  of  Milton.  In  many  other  of  his  compositions  the  same  piety  is 
manifested,  and  into  nearly  all  of  them  a  devotional  spirit  is  strongly  in- 
fused. We  have  spoken  favourably  of  his  early  efforts,  because  we  consider 
that  he  has  large  capabilities." — Illustrated  London  News. 

"The  Author  is  young,  but  his  compositions  show  the  experience  and 
steadiness  of  mature  years.  There  is  nothing  like  uncertainty  in  the  object 
of  his  ideas  or  in  his  mode  of  expression.  With  such  good  antecedents  Mr. 
Matson  has  only  to  decide  on  what  for  the  future  shall  be  the  character  of 
his  muse.  Here  he  has  shown  aptitude  for  many  metrical  forms,  for  the 
developement  of  many  moods  of  mind.  He  has  tried  with  some  success 
the  crabbed  Sonnet  which  Milton  and  Wordsworth  tamed  and  made  man- 
ageable, and  has  also  trod  in  the  path  of  Cowper's  pious  fervour.  "  Little 
Mary"  is  a  perfect  lyric,  very  few  writers  have  equalled  it  in  melody  or 
in  fanciful  conception." — The  Critic. 

"  Distinguished  by  poetical  imagery  and  poetical  spirit." — The 
Spectator. 
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"  We  are  pleased  to  observe,  not  only  intellectual  beauties,  and  some 
literary  charms,  but  a  healthy  moral  tone  and  sympathy  with  the  most 
elevated  of  revealed  truths.  There  is  great  variety  both  of  subject  and  ver- 
sification."— British  Banner. 

"His  mastery  over  the  mechanism  of  his  art  is  remarkable." — The 
Press. 

"Contains  some  striking  and  even  fine  passages.     Mr.   Matson  is 

full  of  generous  sympathy  for  the  oppressed  nationalities  of  Europe,  and 
advocates  their  cause  with  a  warmth  which  has  nothing  of  virulence  in  it." — 
Leader. 

"There  are  some  beautiful  gems  of  true  poetry  in  this  unpretending 
little  volume  which  gives  considerable  promise  of  the  future  for  the  young 
Author." — Sunday  Times. 

"  In  his  Poem  of  a  "Summer  Evening  Reverie"  there  occur  thoughts 
and  fancies  which  are  expressed  in  a  verse  whose  melody  and  rhythm  we 
find  no  one  fault  in.  His  Sonnets  are  above  mediocrity  ;  and  where  greater 
men  have  failed,  he  may  be  complimented  on  his  mastery  over  the  difficul- 
ties of  its  construction.  His  lyrics  are  spirited  and  graceful." — Weekly 
Dispatch. 

"He  has  a  fine  fancy,  and  we  think  gives  great  promise." — Weekly 
Times. 

"  They  abound  in  proofs  of  real  poetic  genius." — Reynolds'  Newspaper. 

"  Mr.  Matson  has  considerable  taste  in  versification.  A  fine  spirit  of 
devotion  breathes  through  many  of  the  poems  in  this  brief  volume." — Era. 

"  His  verses  evince  the  possession  of  true  poetic  perception  and  feeling. 
Some  of  his  pieces  seem  to  have  been  written  amid  those  scenes  of  natural 
beauty,  to  which  "Wordsworth  added  the  riches  of  his  genius,  and  he  gives 
evidence  of  having  learned  from  that  great  poet  how  to  garner  up  the  harvest 
of  a  quiet  eye.  Some  of  his  contemplative  and  descriptive  verses  have  that 
freshness  and  force  about  them  which  a  love  of  nature  alone  can  impart, 
and  his  poetry  generally  betokens  a  religious  tone  of  sentiment." — The  Scot- 
tish Press. 

"  Ma.  Matson  has  the  soul  of  a  true  poet  A  sympathy  with  nature,  a 
fine  imagination,  a  delicate  perception  of  the  beautiful,  a  ten  der  sensibility  and 
a  facility  in  clothing  his  thoughts  in  a  graceful  costume,  are  evident  in 
these  poems." — Methodist  New  Connexion  Magazine. 

"  There  is  considerable  ability  exhibited  in  the  numerous  poems  which 
make  up  this  book.  We  are  glad  to  welcome  the  author  as  a  writer  on  the 
side  of  religion  and  virtue." — Local  Preachers'  Magazine. 
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"We  find  in  the  present  little  volume  a  deep  love  for  the  right,  the 
true,  and  the  beautiful :  a  noble  aspiration,  a  generous  sympathy  with  man, 
and  his  hopes  and  struggles  and  triumphs,  and  also  out-bursts  of  true  Poetry 
which  are  quite  cheering.  There  is  a  vein  of  pure  religious  sentiment  run- 
ning through  these  poems,  which  speaks  well  for  Mr  Matson's  heart,  and 
is  one  of  the  brightest  sides  of  his  book.  We  have  much  pleasure  in  recom- 
mending bis  book  to  the  notice  of  our  readers." — Birmingham  Daily  Press. 

"It  is  far  superior  to  the  ordinary  volumes  which  pass  for  Poetry,  and 
is  written  with  a  fax  greater  care  for  the  true  music  of  the  verse  than  most 
of  our  modern  versifiers  show.  We  might  quote  from  almost  any  of  the 
poems  extracts  which  would  do  credit  to  the  author  and  recommend  the 
book" — Birmingham  Journal. 

"There  is  the  unmistakeable  bloom  of  genuine  Poetry.  The  "  Sum- 
mer Evening  Reverie"  is  not  mere  moodiness  or  rhapsody,  hut  a  thoughtful 
musing,  brightened  by  images  that  are  somtimes  new  and  always  beautiful. 
The  poem  next  in  length  and  finish  is  a  truly  eloquent  utterance  of  devout 
meditation,  Miltonic  in  its  theology  and  far  more  Miltonic  in  its  melodious 
strength  than  scores  of  more  ambitious  hymns  and  epics.  Cheap  as  is  the 
little  book,  there  is  much  in  it  of  which  our  proudest  poets  need  not  be 
ashamed,  and  by  which  the  poorest  purchaser  will  feel  himself  enriched." — 
Carlisle  Examiner. 

' '  There  is  more  of  youthful  promise  in  this  cheap  little  volume  than  in 
any  which  has  come  under  our  notice  of  late.  The  Author  confesses  himself 
to  be  only  twenty-three  years  of  age,  yet  he  is  free  from  those  extrava- 
gances of  imagination,  and  that  carelessness  of  expression,  which  too  often 
mark  young  poets.  He  bores  us  with  no  prolonged  cling-clang  of  affectation, 
insults  us  by  no  spasms  of  poetic  agony ;  amuses  us  by  no  transcendental 
bosh.  His  themes  are  the  universal  themes;  his  thoughts  about  them 
are  natural  and  unrestrained,  and  he  throws  into  his  diction  the  charm  of 
music." — Bristol  Advertizer. 

"  Our  Author  displays  a  power  of  expression  and  depth  of  thought 
which  are  even  remarkable ;  and  a  vein  of  true  and  earnest  purpose  runs 
through  the  book,  raising  it  far  above  the  level  of  the  diffuse,  vapid,  and 
unmeaning  effusions,  in  which  the  English  language  is  often  done  into 
rhyme.  For  this  we  think  Mr.  Matson  specially  deserving  of  commendation  ; 
he  has  an  object  in  view,  and  pursues  his  purpose  steadily  through  the 
whole  of  his  productions.  From  an  Ode  written  jn  August,  1856,  we  learn 
somewhat  of  our  author's  political  predilections.  The  poem  is  a  noble  and 
passionate  outburst  of  grief  for  the  fall  and  degradation  of  the  young  repub- 
lics of  1848.  By  merely  quoting  parts  of  it  we  should  fail  to  do  justice  to  its 
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merits,  andas  a  whole  it  is  too  long  forinsertion  here. — "The  Poet's  Dream," 
the  last  piece  in  the  book,  is  easily  written,  and  full  of  quaint  beauty.  The 
Poems  entitled  "On  the  Wavfe,"  "The  Night  Season,"  "  The  Farrier's 
Daughter,"  "  A  Morning  in  Autumn,"  and  Resiirgam,"  are  all  noticeable, 
and  all  more  or  less  excellent  and  display  a  wealth  of  imagery  and  oflanguage 
fairly  entitling  Mr.  Matson  to  congratulation  on  the  rare  powers  evidently 
possessed  by  him.  As  the  fij  s.t  volume  of  a  writer  only  Twenty  Three  years  of 
age  it  is  full  of  promise ;  and,  we  can  most  cordially  recommend  it  to  our 
readers." — Coventry  Herald. 

"Rarely  do  the  public  receive  at  the  hands  of  so  young  an  Author  a 
boon  so  rich  and  diverse  in  its  character,  containing  withal  so  few  blem- 
ishes. Mr.  Matson  has  only  to  persevere  in  his  chosen  pathway  to  attain 
an  exalted  fame.  A  few  specimens  will  be  amply  sufficient  to  induce  the 
reader  to  make  further  acquaintance  with  the  author  by  purchasing  the  book 
for  himself.  "An  Ode  to  Genius,"  "  On  the  Waves,"  "Philip  Armitage," 
and  others  contain  flights  of  fancy  and  images  of  thought,  that  stamp  the 
soul  of  the  author  on  the  mind  of  the  reader.  In  this  hurried  notice  we 
must  not  fail  to  mention  Mr.  Matson's  high  success  in  his  Sonnets,  many 
of  which  might  take  their  place  with  those  of  'Wordsworth.  He  has  the 
power  of  condensing  profound  thoughts  in  the  space  of  fourteen  lines  in  a 
very  ingenious  and  euphonious  manner." — Buckinghamshire  Advertizer. 

"Mb.  Matson  has  laid  a  graceful  tribute  upon  the  altar  of  the  Muses. 
His  Poems  contain  passages  of  extremebeauty." — Stroud  Journal. 

"  Mr.  Matson's  poems  are  imbued  with  an  artistic  completeness  and  » 
wealth,  of  imagination,  elaborate  and  prolific.  He  strives  with  a  never-tiring 
devotion  to  the  ideal  of  perfection.  His  success  has  been  great.  Few 
Authors,  who  are  known  to  the  world,  have  made  such  progress  in  so  short 
a  time.  We  trust  that  he  may  have  long  life,  and  that  he  may  persevere. 
The  world  will  we  are  confident  do  him  justice."—  Wolverhampton  Journal. 

"The  ideas  are  pure,  refined  and  well  expressed." — Brighton  Examiner. 

"This  is  a  little  volume  of  gems  of  beautiful  poetry,  correct  in  mea- 
sure, appropriate  in  sentiment,  and  refined  and  pure  in  expression.  The 
subjects  are  various,  and  all  the  workings  out  of  them  indicate  a  large  share 
of  poetic  genius." — The  Revival  Advocate. 

"It  abounds  with  passages  of  the  most  striking  beauty,  and  is  full 
of  earnest  thought  and  earnest  purpose." — Midland  Counties  Monthly 
Magazine, 
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